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ADVERTISEMENT. 



I MUST confess, that in making this 
translation I have taken some liberties 
with the original. Every thing that re- 
lates to Monaldeschi (a personage who 
does not exist in the German Romance) 
and the whole of the concluding chapter 
' (with the exception of a few sentences) 
have been added by myself. Where the 
expressions appeared to be either charac* 
teristic of the author's style, or of the 
character by whom they were supposed 
to be used, 1 did not think myself at liber- 
ty to alter them ; I have therefore suffer- 
ed Parozzi*s speech in the third book« 
about 'the devil's grandmother,' as well 
as several others, to remain, though I re- 
quest not to be supposed to have retsdned 
thera in compliment to my own taste. 
THE TRANSLATOR. 
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AB^LLINO^ 



BOOK THE FIRST, 



CHAPTER I. 



Venice. 



IT was evenVng. -Multitudes of 

iight clouds, partially illuminated by the 
fiioonbeanis, overspread ihe horizon, and 
through them floated the full moon in 
tranquil majesty, while her splendor was 
reflected by every wave of the Adriatic 
sea. All was hushecl around; gently was 
the water rippled by the night wind ; gent- 
ly did the night wind sigh through the 
colonades of Venice, 

It was midnight and still sat a 

stranger, solitary and sad, on the border 
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10 TUIi BUAVO OF VENICE. 

of the great canal. Now with a glance 
he measured the battlements and proud 
towers of the chy ; and now he fixed his 
eyes upon the waters with a vacant stare. 
At length \\c spoke : 

* Wretched that I am, whither shall I 
go? Here sit I in Venice, and what 
would it avail to wander further? — What 
will become of me I ^ All now slumber, 
save myself! the Doge rests on his couch 
of down ; the beggar on his straw ; but 
for me there is no bed, except the cold 
damp earth ! There is no gondolier so 
wretched, but he knows where to find 
work by day, and shelter by night — while 
/ . . . Dreadful is the destiny of which I 
am made the sport I' 

He began to examine for the twentieth 
time the pockets of his tattered garments. 

* No I not one paolo by heavens I^—and 
1 hunger, almosi^to death!' 

He unsheatlied his sword; he waved it 
in the moonshine, and sighed, as he mark- 
ed the glittering of the steel. 

' No, no ! my old and tiue companion, 
thou and 1 must never part ! Mine tliou 
shalt icnjnin, thou;;h 1 starve for it ; Oh ! 
was not thut a golden time, when Valeria 
gave thee to me, and when as she threw 
the belt over mv shoulders, 1 kissed thee 
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•and Valeria?— She has deserted us for 
another world, but tliou and I mW never 
part in this.' 

He wiped away a drop which hung up- 
on his eye-lid. 

' Psha ! 'twas not a tear ! the night wind 
is very sharp and bitter, and makes the 
eyes water/ 

And as he spoke the unfortunate (for 
such by his discourse and situation he ap- 
peared to be) dashed his forehead against 
the earth, and his lips were already un- 
closed to curse the hour which gave hina 
being, when he suddenly seemed to re- 
collect himself He rested his head on 
his elbow, and sang mournfully the bur- 
den of a song, which had often delighted 
his childhood in the castle of his ancestors. 

* Right I' he said to himself; ' Were I 
to sink under the weight of my destiny, I 
should be myself no longer.* 

At that moment he heard a rustling at 
no great distance. He looked around and 
in an adjacent street, which tl>e moon 
faintly enlightened he perceived a tall 
figure wraptMU a cloak, pacing slowly 
backwards and forwards. 

* *Tis the hand of God, which hath guid- 
ed hira hither— Yes i~ni—ril—^e5- /— 
Better to play the beggar in Venice, than 
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t2 THE BRATO OF VENICB. , 

the villain in Naples ; for the beggar'a^ 
heart may bear nobly though covered by 
rags!' 

He said, sprang from the ground, and 
hastened towards the adjoining street. 
Just as he entered it at one end, he per- 
ceived another perspn advancing through 
the other, of whose approach the first was 
no sooner aware, than he hastily retired 
into the shadow of a piazza, as anxious to 
conceal myself. 

*What can this mean?' thought our 
mendicant. ' Is yon eves-dropper one of 
death's unlicensed ministers ? Has he re* 
ccived the retain-fee of some Impatient 
bc^ir,^ who pants to possess the wealth of 
the unlucky knave who comes strolling 
along yonder so careless and unconscious i 
-—Be not sa confident honest friend ! I'm 
at your elbow/ 

He retired further into the shade, and 
silently and slowly drew near the lurker, 
who stirred not from his place. The 
stranger had already passed them by, 
when the concealed villain sprang sudden- , 
ly upon him> raised his right hand in 
which a poniard was gleaming, and be- 
fore he could give the blow, was felled to 
the earth by the arm of the mendicant 

The stranger turned hastily towarda 
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Uiem ; the bra?o started up and fled ; tb# 
beggar smiled. 

* How now V cried the stranger i * what 
is the meaning of all this I* 

* Oh, 'tis a mere jest, Signor, whieh has 
only preserved your life/ i 

* What I my life ? how so V 

^The honest gentleman who has but 
just taken to ^is heels* stole behind yoa 
with true cat-like cunning* and had al- 
ready raised his dagger, when I saw him 
—You owe your life to me, and the ser- 
vice is richly worth one small piece of 
money i Give me some alms, signor, for 
on my soul I am hungry, thirsty, and cold/ 

* Hence, scurvy compamon ! I know 
you and your tricks too well. 'Tis all a 
concerted scheme between you ; a design 
upon my purse, an attempt to procure 
both money and thanks under the lame 
pretence of having saved roe from an as- 
saesin-M'-Go, fellow, go I practise these 
dainty devices on the JDoge's credulity, if 
you wiil ; but with Buonaretti you stand 
no chance, believe me/ 

The wretched starving beggar stood 
like one petrified, and gazed on the uunt- 
ing stranger. 

* No, as I haver a socil to save, siignor^ 
Via no lie thai I tell you i— >*tis the plaio 
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truth ; have compassion on me, or I die 
this night of hunger.* 

« Begone this instant, I say, or by yon 
heaven . . .' 

The unfeeling man here drew out a* 
concealed pistol, and pointed it at his 
preserver. 

< Merciful heaven I and is it thus that 
services are acknowledged in Venice V 

* The watch is at no great distance ; I 
need only raise my voice, and . . .' 

^ Hell and confusion I do you take me 
for a robber then V 

' Make no noise, I tell you I Be quiet, 
you had better!' 

^ Hark you, signor ! Buonaretti is your 
name, I think ? I will write it down, as 
belonging to the second scoundrel whom 
1 have met in Venice.' 

He paused for a moment,. then continu- 
ing in a dreadful voice ^ And when thou, 
Buonaretti, shalt hereafter hear the name 
of AbalUno . . . tremble /' 

Absellino turned away and left the hard- 
hearted Venetian. 
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CHAPTER II. 



Tite BandiuL 



AND now rushed the unfortunate wild- 
ly through the streets of Venice; he rail- 
ed at fortune ; he laughed and cursed by 
turns ; yet sometimes he suddenly stood 
still, seemed as if pondering on some 
great and wondrous enterprise, and then 
again rushed onwards, as if hastening to 
its execution. 

Propped against a column of the Sig- 
noria, he counted over the whole sum of 
his misfortunes. His wandering eyeballs 
seemed to seek comfort ; but they found 
it not. 

' Fate,' he at length exclaimed in a pa- 
roxysm of despair ; * Fate has condemned 
me to be <iiiher the wildest of adventurers 
... or one at the relation of whose crin»es 
the world must shudder"! To astonish is 
my destiny : Rosai^o can know no medi- 
om : Rosalvo can never act like common 
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men ! — Is it not the hand of fate which 
has led me hither ? Who could have ever 
dreamt, that the son of the richest lord in 
Naples should have depended for a heg- 
gar's alms on Venetian charity ! /.../, 
who feel myself possest of strength of body 
and energy of soul fit for executing the 
most daring deeds , . . Behold me creep- 
ing in rags through this inhospitable city, 
and torturing my wits in vain to discover 
some means by which I may rescue life 
from the jaws of famine ! Those men 
whom my munificence nourished ; who 
at my table bathed their worthless souls 
in the most choice wines of Cyprus, and 
glutted themselves with every kind of de- 
licacy which the globe's four quarters 
could supply, those very men now deny, 
to my necessity even a miserable crust of 
mouldy bread. Oh ! it is dreadful, ^u^ 
el ! Cruel of men I cruel of heav-en T 
He paused ; folded his arms and sighed.- 
* Yet will I bear it I I will submit to 
my destiny ! I will traverse every path, 
and go on through every degree of human 
wretchedness; and whate'er maybe my 
fate, I will be still myself, and whate'er 
may be my fate I will still act greatly .'— 
Away then with the coi«nt Rosalvo, whom 
once all Naples. idolised; now— now ant 
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I the beggar Aballino ! A beggar ?— -that 
name stands last in the scale of ^vorldly 
rank) but^«/ in the list of the famishing) 
the outcast) and the unworthy/ 

Something rustled near him— Abaelli* 
no gazed around. He was aware of the 
bravo whom he had struck to the ground 
that nighti and whom two companions of 
a similar stamp had now joined. As they 
advanced, they cast inquiring glances 
around them. They were in search of 
some one. 

* It is of thee that they are in search/ 
said Abaellino ; then advanced a few paces 
and whistled. 

The ruffians stood still — they whisper- 
ed together, and seemed to be undecided. 
Abaellino whistled a second time. 

* 'Tis he r«^he could hear one of them 
say distinctly— and in a moment after they 
advanced slowly towards him. 

' Ab^llino kept his place, but unsheath- 
ed his sword. The three unknown (they 
were masked) stopped a few paces from 
him. 

* How now, fellow,* quoth one of them, 
what is the matter \ Why stand you on 
your guard ?* , 

JlballmO'^lX is as well that you should 
be made to keep your di8tance» for 1 knoiv 
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you ; you are certain honest gentlemen) 
who live by taking the lives of others. 

Firat Ruffian-^Wsi^ not your whistling 
addressed tousP 

jiballinO'^li was. 

Ruffian-^Atid what would you with us ? 

Maiiinth^He9iT me ! I am a very mis- 
erable wretch, and starving ; give me an 
alms out of your booty ! 

Ruffian — An alms ? Ha ! lia ! ha ! By 
my soul, that is whimsical 1 Oh, by all 
means ! No doubt you shall have alms in 
plenty. 

Aballino^^Ov else give me fifty sequinn, 
and I'll bind myself to your service till I 
shall have worked out the debt. 

Ruffian^mhje I and pray then who may 
you be ? 

jtballino'^K starving wretch, the re- 
public holds none more miserable. Such 

am I at present ; but hereafter I 

have powers, knaves • • • . . this arm 
could pierce an heart, though guarded by 
three breastplates ; this eye though sur- 
rounded by Egyptian darkness, still could 
see to stab sure. 

iiw^aw— Why then did you strike me 
down even now ? 

MallinO'-^ln the hope of being paid for 
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it ; but though I saved his life, the scoun- 
drel gave me not a single ducat. 

iJw^n— «-No? So much the better. 
But hark ye, comrade 1 Are you »ncere ? 

Maliino-^Dc^pw never lies. 

Ruffian Slave, shouldest thou be a 

traitor ! 

MailinO'-^My heart would be within 
reach of your hands, and your daggers, 
would be as sharp as now. 

The three dangerous companions whis- 
pered again among themselves for a few 
moments, after which they returned their 
daggers into the sheaths. 

* Come on then,' said one of them ; • fol- 
low us to our home. It were unwise to 
talk over certain matters in the open 
street.' 

* 1 follow you,' was Ab^ellino's answer ; 
< but tremble, should any one of you dare 
to treat me as a foe. Comrade, forgive 
me that 1 gave your ribs somewhat too 
hard a squeeze just now ; I will be your 
sworn brother in recompense.* 

* We are on honor,' cried the banditti 
with one voice ; < no harm shall happen 
to you : he who does you an injury, shall 
be to us as a foe. A fellow of your hu- 
mor suits us well : follow us and fear not. 

And on they went, Abaellino marching 
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between two of them. Frequent were the 
looks of suspicion which he cast around 
him.; but no ill design was perceptible in 
the banditti.— They guided him onwardS) 
tlH they reached a c<^ial} loosened a gon- 
dola, placed themselves in it, and rowed, 
till they had gained the most remote quar- 
ter of Venice. They landed, and passing 
through several by streets, at length 
knocked at the door of an house of invit* 
ing appearance: Jt was opened by a 
young woman who conducted them into 
a plain but comfortable chamber ; many 
were the looks of surprise and inquirjt 
which she cast on the bewildered, half- 
pleased, half-anxious Abaellino, who knew 
not whither he had been conveyed, and 
still thought it unsafe to confide entirely 
in the promises of the banditti. 
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CHAPTER III. 



The trial of Strength. 



THE bra vos were scarcely seated when 
Cinihia (for that was the young woman's 
name) was again summoned fo the door ; 
and the company was now increased by 
the entrance of two n<*w comers, who ex- 
amined their unknown guest from head to 
foot with great curiosity. 

' Now then/ cried one of those who had 
just conducted Abaeilino to this mobt re- 
spectable society, < let us see what you 
are like/ 

As he said this he raised a burning 
lamp from the table, and the light of its 
flame was thus thrown full upon Abselli- 
no*s countenance. 

« Lord forgive me my sins 1' screamed 
out Cinthia ; * out upon him ! what an ug- 
ly hound it is !' 

She turned hastily around, and hid her 
face with both her hands. Dreadful was 
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tha look with which Ab^ellino repaid her 
the compliment. 

* Knave/ said one of the banditti, * na- 
ture's own band has marked you an as* 
sassin — Come, pr'ythe be frank, and tcH 
us, how thou hast contrived so long to es« 
cape the gibbet ? In what jail did thou 
leave thy last fetters ? Or from what gal- 
ley hast thou taken thy departure, without 
staying to say adieu ? 

Abaellino folde<l his arms. 

< If I be such as you describe,' said he 
within air of authority and in a voice 
which made his hearers tremble, ' 'tis for 
me all the better. Whate'er may be my 
future mode of life, heaven can have no 
right to find fault with it, since it was for 
that it formed and fitted me !' 

The five bravos stepped aside, and con- 
sulted together ; the subject of their con- 
ference is easy to be divined. In the 
mcanwidle Abaellino remained quiet and 
indifferent to what was passing arouiKi 
him. 

After a few minutes they again ap- 
proached him: one, whose countenance 
was the most ferocious, and whose form 
exhibited the greatest marks of muscular 
strength, advanced a few paces before the 
rest, and addressed Abaellino as follows : 
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< Hear nie, comrade. In Venice the^e 
exists but five banditti ; you see them be- 
. fore you ; wilt thou be the sixth ? doubt 
not, thott wilt find sufficient employment. 
My name is Matteo^ and I am the father 
of the band : that sturdy fellow with the 
red locks is called fialuzzo ; be, whose 
eyes twinkle like a cat'S) is Tliomaso, an 
arch kna?e I promise you I 'twas Pietri* 
no, whose bones you bandied so roughly 
to-night ; and yon thick-lipped colossus, 
who stands next to Cinthia, is named 
Struzza. Now then you know us all-*- 
aud since you are a pennyless devil, we 
are willing to incorporate you into our so- 
ciety ; but we must first be assured, that 
you mean honestly and honorably by us.' 

Abxllino smiled, or rather grinned, and 
murmured hoarsely— ^ I am absolutely 
starving 1' 

« Answer, fellow I Dost thou mean hon- 
estly by us V 

♦ That must the event decide,' returned 
Abaellino. 

^ Mark me, knave ; the first suspicion 
of treachery costs you your life. Take 
shelter in the Doge's palace, and girdle 
yourself round with all the power ot the 
republic-^though clasped in the Dogc*s 
arms, and protected by an hundred can- 
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noil) still would we murder you ! Fly to 
the high altar ; press the ciucifix to your 
bosom ; and even -at middayi stHl would 
we murder you I Think on this well, fel- 
low, and forget notr we are banditti /' 

'You need not tell me that But 

give me some food, and then Til prate 
with you, as long as you please- — At pre- 
sent 1 am starving I Four-and-twenty 
hours have elapsed, since I last tasted 
nourishment' 

Cinthia now covered a small table with 
her best provisions, and filled several sil- 
ver goblets with delicious wine. 

' If one could but look at him without 
disgust I* murxnured Cinthia ; ' if he had 
but the appearance of something human ! 
Satan must certainly have appeared to his 
mother, while she was big with him, and 
thence came her child into the world with 
such a frightful countenance ! Ugh 1 It's 
an absolute musk, only that I never saw a 
mask so hideous !' 

Abaelhno heeded her not: he placed 
himseU at the table, and ate and drank, as 
if he would have satisfied himself at least 
for the next six months. , 

The banditti eyed him with looks of 
saiisfaction, and congratulated each other 
on such a valuable acquisition. 
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If the reader is curious to know what 
this same Abaellino is like, he must pic- 
ture to himself a stout young fellow, whose 
limbs perhaps might have been thought 
not ill-formed, had not the most horrible 
countenance^ that ever was invented by a 
caricaturistt or that Milton could have 
adapted to the ugliest of his fallen angels, 
entirely marred the advantages of his. per- 
son. Black and shining, but long ^and 
straight, his 4iair flew wildly about his 
brown neck and yellow face. His mouth 
was so wide, that his gums and discolored 
teeth were visible, and a kind of convul- 
sive twist which scarcely ever was at rest, 
had formed his expression into an eternal 
grin. His eye (for he had but one) was 
sunk deep in his head, and little more 
than the white of it was visible ; and even 
that little was overshadowed by the <pro* 
trusion of his dark and bushy eye-brow. 
In the union of his features were found 
collected in one hideous assemblage all 
the nr*ost coarse and uncouth traits, which 
c^ei* had been exhibited singly in^wooden 
cuts ; and the observer was left in doubt, 
whether this repulsive physiognomy ex- 
prest stupidity of intellect or malicious- 
ness of heart, or whether it implied them 
both together. 



^ 
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< Now then I am satisfied !^ roared 
AbseUkio, and dashed the stili full goblet 
upon the ground.— -« Speak ! what would 
you know of me ? 1 am ready to give you 
answers.' 

•The first thing,' replied Matteo,<the 
first thing necessary is to give us a proof 
of your strength, for this is of material 
importance in our undertakings.— —Are 
you good at wrestling ?' 

* I know not : try me.* 

< Cinthia, remove the table — Now then* 
Abxllino, which of us will you undertake ? 
whom among us dost think, thou canst 
knock down as easy as yon poor dabbler 
in the art, Pietrino ?• 

* Which of you I* cried Absellino ; * all 
of you together, and half a dozen more 
such pitiful scoundrels r«— And he sprang 
fbom his seat, threw his s>yord on the ta- 
ble, and measured the strength of his an- 
tagonist with his single eye. 

The banditti burst into a loud fit of 
laughter. 

* Now then,' cried Abaellino fiercely; 
< now then for the trial 1— Why come yqu 
not forward ?' 

« Fellow,* replied Matteo, * take my ad- 
vice ; try first what you can do with me 
alone^ and learn what sort of men you 
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have to manage. Think you, we arc' mar- 
rowless boys, or delicate signors, who 
waste their strength in the embrace of 
harlots V 

Abaellif^o answered him only by a scorn- 
ful laugh, Maiteo became ftirious: his 
champions shouted aloud^ and clapped 
their hands/' 

< To business 1* said Abaellino; <Iam 
in a right humor for sport ! Look to your- 
selves, my lads I'-— And. in the same in- 
stant he collected his forces together, 
thrc^w the gigantic Matteo over his head 
as he had been an infant, knocked Struz- 
zo down on the right hand, and Petrino 
on the left, tumbled Tomaso to the end 
of the room heels over head, and siretch- 
ed Baluzzo without animation upon the 
neighboring benches. 4 

Three minutes elapsed, ere the subdu- 
ed bravos couid recover themselves ; loud 
shouted Absellino, while the astonished 
Cinthia gazed and trembled at the terri- 
ble exhibition. 

* By the blood of St. Januarius,' cried 
Matteo at length, rubbing his battered 
joints ^ the fellow is our master. Cinthia 
take care to give him our best chamber.' 

« He muse have made a compact with 
the devil T grumbled Tomaso, and wltlu 
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pain forced his dislocated wrist back Into 
Its socket. 

No one seemed inclined to hazard a se- 
cond trial of strength. The night was far 
advanced, or rather the gray of morning 
already was visible over -the sea. The 
banditti separated, and each retired suU 
lenly to his chamber. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



The Diiggert. 



ABJg^LLINO, this Italian Hercules, all 
terrible as he appeared to be, was not long 
a member of this society, before his com- 
panions felt toward^ him sentiments of the 
most unbounded esteem. AH loved, all 
valued him for his elLtraordinary talents 
for a bravo's triftie, to which he seemed 
peculiarly adapted, not only his wonderful 
strength of body, but by the readiness of 
his wit, and his never-failling presence of 
niind. Even Ginthia was inclined to feel 
some little affection for him, but . • . • he 
really was too ugly. 

Matteo (as Absellino was soon given to 
understand) was the captain of this dan- 
gerous troop. He wm one who carried 
TiUany to the highest pitch of resentment, 
incapable of fear, quick and crafty, and 
troubled with less conscience than a 
French financier. The booty and price 
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of blood} which his associates brought in 
daily, were always delivered up to him ; 
he gave each man his share., and retained 
no larger portion to himself, than was al- 
lotted to the others. The catalogue of 
those, whom he had despatched into the 
other world, was already too long for him 
to have, repeated it: many names had 
slipped his memory; but his greatest 
pleasure in his hour#of relaxation was to 
' relate such of these murderous anecdotes 
as he still remembered, in the benevolent 
intention of inspiring bis hearers with a 
desire to follow his example. His wek* 
pons were kept separate from the rest, 
and occupied a whole apartment. Here 
were to be found daggSrs of a thousand 
different fashions, with guards and with* 
oti^ them; two— three— -and four edged. 
Here were stored air-guns, pistols, and 
blundecbusses ; poisons of various kinds 
and operating in various ways ; garments 
fit for every possible disguise, whether to 
personate the Monk, the Jew, or the Men- 
dicanti thor Soldier, the Senator, or the 
Gurfdoleer. 

One day he summoned Ab^ellino to at- 
tend him in his armory. 

* Mark me,' said he ; < thou wilt turn 
out a brave fellow, that I can see already. 
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It is now time that you sboold earn tiiat 
bread for yourself, which hitherto you havQ 
owed to our bounty.— •X<ook ! here hast 
thou a dagger of the finest steel ; you 
must charge for its use by the inch. If 
you plunge it in only one ioch deep into 
the bosom of his foct^our employer must 
reward you with only one sequin : if two 
inches, with ten sequins } if threey with 
twenty; if the whdle dagger, you majr 
then name your own price.-— Here is next 
a glass poniard ; wliomsoever this piercesi 
that man's death is certain.— -As soon as 
the blow is giveU) you must break the 
dagger in the wound ; the flesh will close 
over the point which, has been broken offi 
and which will keep its quarters till the 
day of resurrection !— Lastly, observe this 
metallic dagger; its cavity conceals a 
subtile poison, which whenever you touch 
this spring, will immediately infus^^death 
into the veins of him whom the weapon's 
p6int hath wounded.— Take these dag* 
gers ; in giving them I present ypu wlUi 
a capital, c^pMe of bringing home to you 
most heavy and most precious interest.' 

Ab^ellino received the instruments of 
-death, but his hand shook as it graced 
them. 

<.Po8sest of such unfailing weapon^, of 
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what immense sums must your robberies 
have made you» master V 

< Scoundrel !' interrupted Matteo, frown- 
ing and offended) < among us robbery is 
unknown. What ? Do you take us for 
common plunderers, for mere thieves, 
cut-purses, house-breakers, and villains of 
that low miserable stamp V 

* Perhaps what yoii wish me to take you 
for, is something worse; for to speak 
openly, Matteo, villains of that stamp are 
contented with plundering a purse er a 
casket, which can easily be filled again ; 
but that which we take from others is a 
jewel which a man never has but once, 
and which once stolen can never be re- 
placedt Are we not then a thousand 
times more atrocious plunderers ?' 

< By the Housp at Loretto, I think you 
have a mind to moralise, Abxllino V 

< Hark ye, Matteo, only one question ; 
at the day of judgment, which think you 
will hold his head highesti the thief, or the 
assssin?*^ 

<Hal ha! ha!' 

< Think not, that Abaellino speaks thus 
from want of resolution. Speak but the 
word, and I murder half the senators of 
Venice ; but sUll . . .* 

* Fool 1^ know, the bravo must be above 
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creditiDg the nurse's dull tales of vice and 
virtue. V^hat is virtue ? V^hat b vice ? 
Nothing but such things as forms of gov- 
ernment, custom, manners and Education 
haVe niade sacred i and. that which men 
are able to make honorable at one time, it 
is in their power to make dishonorable at 
another, whenever the humor take them: 
had not the senate forbidden us to give 
opinions freely respecting the politics of 
Venice, there would have been nothing 
wrongs in giving such opinions ; and were . 
the senate to declare that it is right to 
give such opinions, that which to-day is 
thought a crime, would be thought meri- 
torious to-morrow — Then pr'ythee let tis 
have no more of such doubts as these. 
We are men, as much as are the Doge 
and his senators, and have reason as mucti 
as they have to lay down the laW of riight 
and wrong, and to decree what shall be , 
vice, and what shall be virtue/ 

Absellino laughed — Matteo proceeded 
with increased animation. 

" Perhaps you may tell me that our trade 
is dishonorable I And what then is the 
thing called honor ? 'Tis a word, an emp- 
ty sound, a mere fantastic creature of the 
imagination I — Ask, as you traverse some 
frequented street, in what honor consists 2: 
»3 
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•—The usurer will answer— -< to be honor- 
able is to be rich, and he has most honor 
who can heap up the greatest number of 
sequins.' — * By no means,' cries the volup* 
tuary ; * honor consists in being beloved 
by every handsome woman, and finding 
no virtue proof against your attacks.'— 

* How mistakeh !' interrupts the general ; 

* to conquer whole cities, to destroy whole 
armies, to^ruin whole provinces, that in- 
deed brings real honor !' — the man of let* 
ters places his renown in the number of 
pages which he has either written or read ; 
the tinker in the number of pots and ket- 
tles which he has made or mended ; the 
nun, in the number of good things which 
she has done, or bad things which she has 
resisted ; the coquette in the list of her 
admirers ; the republic, in the extent of 
her provinces; and thus my friend, every 
one thinks that honor consists in some- 
thing different from the rest. And why 
then should not the bravo think, that hon- 
or consists in reaching the perfection of 
his trade, and in guiding a dagger to the 
heart of an enemy with unerring aim ?" 

* By my life, 'tis a pity, Matteo, that you 
should be a bravo; the schools have lost 
an excellent teacher of philosophy !' 

*Do you think so?— Why the fact is 
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thus, Absellino— •! was educated in a mon- 
astery ; my father was a dignified prelate 
in Lucca, and my mother a nun of the Ur- 
suline Order, greatly respected for her , 
chastity and devotion.— Now, Signor, it 
was thought fitting, that I should apply 
closely to my studies ; my father, good 
man, would fain have made me the light 
of the church ; but I soon found, that I 
was better qualified for an incendiary's 
torch. I followed the bent of my geniusi 
yet count I not my studies thrown away, 
since they taught me more philosophy 
than to tremble at the phantoms created 
by my own imagination. Follow my ex- 
ample, friend, and so farewell.' 
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CHAPTER V. 



Solitade. 



AB^LLINO had. already passed six 
Veeks in Venice, and yet (either from 
want of opportunity, or of inclination) he 
had sufTered his daggers to remain idle 
in their sheaths. This proceeded partly 
from his not being as yet sufl&ciently ac- 
quainted with the windings and tarnings, 
the by-lanes and prevate alleys of the 
town ; and partly because he had hither- 
to found no customers, whose murderous 
designs stood in need of his helping hand. 

This want of occupation was irksome 
to him in the extreme : he panttd for ac- 
tion, and was condemned to Indolence. 

With a melancholy heart did he roam 
through Venice, and number every step 
with a sigh. He frequented the public 
places, the taverns, gardens, and every 
scene which was dedicated to amusement. 
But no where cou)d he find what he 
sought-— tranquillity. 
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One evefiing he^had loitered beyond the 
other visitants in a public garden, situat* 
ed on one of the most beautiful of the Ve* 
netian islands. He strolled from arbour 
to arbour, threw himself down on the sea- 
shore, and watched the play of the waveS| 
as they sparkled in the moonshine. 

i Four years ago,' said he, with a sigh, 
< just such an heavenly evening was it| 
that stole from Valeria's lips the first kiss, 
and heard from Valeria's Ups for the first 
time the avowal, that she loved me.' 

He was silent, and abandoned himself 
to the melancholy recollections which 
thronged before his mind's eye. 

Every thing around him was so calm, 
so silent ! Not a single zephyr sighed 
amopg the blades of grass ; but a storm 
raged in the bosom of Absellino. 

( Four years ago could I have believed 
that a time would come when I should 
play the part of a bravo in Venice I Oh I 
^ Where are they flown, the golden hopes 
and plans of glory, which smiled upon me 
in the happy days of my youth ?— »I am a 
bravo ; to be a beggar were to be somer 
thing better. 

« When my good old father in the en- 
thusiasm of paternal vanity so ohen threw 
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his arms about my neck, and cried—* My 
boy thou wilt render the name of Rosalvo 
glorious!' — God, as I listened, how was 
my blood on fire !— What thought I not, 
what felt I not, what that was good and 
great did I not promise myself to do ! — 
The father is dead, and the son is ... a 
Venetian bravo !••— When my preceptors 
praised and admired me, and, carried 
away by the warmth of their feelings, 
clapped my shoulder, and exclaimed — 
< count thou wilt immortalise the ancient 
name of Rosalvo !' Ah, in those blessed 
moments of sweet delirium, how bright 
and beauteous stood futurity before me, — 
and when happy in the performance of 
some good deed, I returned home, saw 
Valeria ready to receive me with open 
arms, and whe^, while she clasped me to 
her bosom, I heard her softly whisper, — 
* Oh ! who could forbear to love the great 
Rosalvo !' — Oh, God ! Away, away, glo- 
rious visions of the past ! ' To look on you 
drives me mad V* 

He was again silent ; he bit his lip in 
fury, raised one emaciated hand to hea- 
ven, striking his forehead violently with 
the other.' 

* An assassin . * . the slave of cowards 
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and rascals ... the ally of the greatest 
villains that^e Venetian sun ever shines 
upon • . . • Such is now the great Rosal- 
vp I— Fye I oh ! fye on't ! And yet to this 
wretched lot hath fate condemnq^ me I' 

Suddenly he sprang from the ground 
after a long silence ; his eyes sparkled ; 
his countenance was changed ; he drew 
his hreath easier. 

* Yes ! by heaven, yes ! Great as count 
Rosalvo, that can I be na longer; but 
from being great as a Venetian bravo, 
what prevents me ? Souls in bliss i* he 
exclaimed, and sank on his knee, while 
he raised his folded hands to heaven, as if 
about to pronounce the most awful oath ; 
* Spirit of my father I spirit of Valeria I 
I will not becooie unworthy of you. I Hear 

. me, if your ghosts are p^mitted to wan* 
der near me, hear me swear^that the bra- 
vo shall Dot disgrace his origin^ nor ren- 
der vain the hopes which soothed you in 
the bitterness of death I No ! as sure as 
I. live, I will be the ohly dealer in this 
miserable trade, and posterity shall be 
compelled to honor that name, which my 
actions shall render illustrious.' 

% He bowed his forehead till it touched 
the earth, and his tears flowed plenteous- 
ly« Vast conceptions swelled his sotil : 
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Hte dwell on wondrous views, till their em- 
tent bewildered his brain; yet anether 
hour elapsed ; and he rose from the earth 
to realise them. 

* I will enter into no compact against 
human nature with five miserable cut- 
throats. Alone will I make the republic 
tremble, and before eight days are flown, 
these murderous knaves shall swing upon 
a gibbet Venice shall no longer harbor 
five banditti ; one^ and one only, shall in- 
habit here, and that one shall beard the 
Doge himself, shall watch over right and 
over wrong, and according as he judges, 
shaH reward and punbb| Before eight 
days are past, the sute shall be purified 
from the presence of these outcasts of hu- 
manity, and then shall I st«ndihere alone I 
Then must every villain in Venice, who 
hitherto has kept the daggers of my com- 
panions in employment, have recourse to 
me ; then shall I know the names and 
persons of all those cowardly murderers, 
of all those illustrious profligates, with 
whom Matteoand his compatiioi[is carry 
on the trade of blood-r-And then . • . . 
Absellino! ... that is the name ! Hear it, 
Venice, and tremble V 

Intoxicated with the wildness of his 
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hopet, he Tuahed out of the gtrden; he 
summoned a gondoleer, threw himaelf in- 
to the bo«t» and hastened to the dwelling 
of Cinthia, where the inhabitants were a^ 
readjr folded in the arms of sleep. 
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CHAPTER Vr. 



RotabeUa, the Doge'i lovely Nieee. 



<HARK, comrade/ said Matteo the 
next morning to Abaellino ; < to-day tbou 
shah make tby firat step in our profea- 
aion.' 

* To-day/ hoarsely murmured AbaelK- 
no.«( and on ii^hom am I to try my skill I* 

* Kay, to say truth, 'tis but a woman ; 
but one must not give too difficult a task 
to a new beginner. I will myself accom- 
pany you, and observe how you conduct 
yourself in this first trial/ 

* Hum !' said Abxllino, and measured 
Matteo with his eyes from head to foot. 

* To-day, about four o'clocli, thou shalt 
follow me to Dolabella*s gardens, which 
are situated on the south side of Venice ; 
we must both be disguised, you under- 
stand. In these gardens are excellent 
hatha ; and after using these, the Doge's 
juece, the lovely Rosabella of Corfu, fre« 
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quently walks without attendants. And 
then . . . you conceive me ?' 

' And you will accompany me ?' 

* I will be a spectator of your first ad- 
venture 5 *tia thus I deal by every one/ 

< And how many inches deep must I 
plunge my dagger T 

« To the hilt, boy, to the very hilt ! Her 
death is required, and the payment will ber 
princely ; Rosabella in the4;rave, we are 
rich for life.* 

Every- other point was soon adiii9ted. 
Noon was now past, — the clock- m the 
neighboring church of the Benedictines 
struck four, and Matteo and Absellino 
were already abroad. 

They arrived at the gardens of Dolabel- 
la, which that day were unusually crowd- 
ed. Every shady avenue was thronged 
with people of both sexes ; every arbour 
was occupied by the persons most distin- 
guished in Venice ; in every comer sigh- 
ed love-sick couples, as they waited Ibr 
the wished approach of twilight ; and on 
every side did strains of vocal and instru- 
mental music pbur their harmony on the 
enchanted ear. 

Absellino mingled with the crowd. A 
most respectable looking peruke conceal- 
ed the repulsive ugliness of his features ; 
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he imitated the walk and manners of a 
gouty old man, and supported himself by 
a crutch, as he walked slowly through the 
assembly. His habit, richly embroidered, 
procured for him universally a good re- 
ception, and no one scrupled to enter into 
conrersauon with him respecting the 
weather, the commerce of the republic, or 
the designs of its enemies ; and on none 
of these subjects was Abaellino found in« 
capable of sustaining the discourse. 

By these means he soon contrived to 
gain intelligence, that Rosabella was cer- 
tainly in the gardens, how she was habit- 
ed, and in what quarter he was most like* 
ly to find her. 

Thither he immediately bent his course, 
and hard at his heels followed Matteo. 

Alone, and in the most retired arbour, 
sat Rosabella of Corfu, the fairest maid in 
the republic of Venice. 

Abxllino drew near the arbour; he 
tottered as he passed its entrance, like one 
oppressed whh sudden faintness, and at- 
tracted Rosabella's attention. 

< Alas ! alas !' cried he, « is there no one 
at hand, who will take compassion on the 
infirmity of a poor old man I* 

The iair Doge's niece quitted the ar- 
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bour baBtily, and flew to give assistance 
to the suAerer. 

< What ails you, my good father V she 
inquired in a melodious voice, and with a 
look of benevolent anxiety. 

Absellino pointed towards the arbour ; 
Rosabella led him in, and placed htm on 
*a seat of turf. 

< God reward you, lady!' stammered 
Abaellino faintly ; he raised his eyes ; they 
met Rosabella'?, and a blush crimsoned 
his pale cheeks. 

Rosabella stood in silence before the 
disguised assassin, and trembled with ten- 
der concern for the old man's illness ; and 
oh i that expression of interest ever makes 
a lovely woman look so much 7nore love- 
ly ! She bent her delicate form over the 
man who was bribed to murder her, and 
after a while asked him in the gentlest 
tone — * Are you not better ?' 

< Better ?' stammered the deceiver with 
a feeble voice ;— < better ? — oh 1 yes, yest 
yes l~-you . . . you are the Doge's niece f 
the noble Rosabella of Corfu ?' 

< The same, my good old man.' 

< Oh ! lady ... I have somewhat to tell 
you ... Be on your guard . . . start not 
. . . what I would say is of the utmost dbn* 
sequence^ and demands the greatest pru* 
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dence— Ah I God, thai there should live 
men so cruel-^Lady your life it in dan* 
ger.' 

The maiden started back; the color 
fled from her cheeks. 

* Do you wish to behold your assassin ? 
—You shall not die^ but if you value your 
life, be silent' 

Rosabella knew not what to think ; the 
presence of the old man terrified her. 

*- Fear fiothing, lady, fear nothing ; you 
have nothing to fear, while I am with you 
— Before you quit this abour, you shall 
see the assassin ejtpire at your feist' 

Rosabella made a movement) as if she 
would have fled ; bt^ suddenly th6 person 
who sat beside her was no longer an in- 
firm old man. He, who a minute before 
had scarcely strength to mutter out a few 
sentences, and reclined against the arbour 
trembling like an aspen, sprang up with 
the force of a* giant, and drew her back, 
with one arm. 

•For the' love of Heaven/ she cricd| 
* release me ! Let me fly.' 

« Lady, fear nothing ; / protect you.* — 
Thus saying, Abaellino placed a whistle at 
his lips, and blew it shrilly. 

Instantly sprang Matteo from his con* 
cealment in a neigliboring clump of trees,. 
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and rushed into the arbour. AbseHino 
th|ew Rosabella on the bank of turf, ad- 
vanced a few steps to meet Matteo, and 
plunged his dagger in his heart. 

Without uttering a single cry aiknk the 
banditti-captain at the feet of< Abaellino ; 
the death-rattle was heard in his throat, 
and after a few horrible convulsions all 
was over. 

Now did Matteo's murderer look again 
towards tlie arbour, and b/eheld Rosabella 
half senseless, as she' lay on the bank of 
turf. 

( Your life is safe, beautiful Rosabella,' 
said he, < there lies the^villain bleeding, 
who conducted me hither to murder you. 
Recover yourself, return to your uncle 
the Doge, and tell him that you owe your 
life to.AbaBllino.' 

Rosabella could not speak. Trem- 
bling she stretched her arms- to wards him, 
grasped his hand, and prest it to her lips 
in silent gratitude. 

Abaeliino gazed with delight and won- 
der on the lovely sufferer ; and in such a 
situation who could have beheld her with- 
out emotion ?-~Rosabella had scarcely 
numbered seventeen summers ; her light 
and delicate limbs, enveloped in a thin 
white garment which fell around her in a 



3y Google 



TAB BRikVO OF VENICE. 49 

thousand folds; her blue dnd melting 
eyes, whence beamed the expres^iontfof 
purest innocence ; her forehead, white as 
ivory, overshadowed by the ringlets of her 
bright dark hair ; cheeks, whence terror 
had naw stolen the roses ; lips which a 
seducer bad never poisoned with his kiss- 
es ; such was Rosabella, a creature in 
whose formation partial nature seemed to 
have omitted nothing which might consti« 
tute the perfection of female loveliness— 
Such was she ; and being such, the wretch- 
ed Absellino may be forgiven, if for some 
few minutes he stood like one enchantedi 
and bartered for those few minutes the 
tranquillity of his heart forever. 

( By him who made me,* cried he at 
length, * oh I thou art fair, Rosabella ; Va- 
leria was not fairer T 

He bowed himself down to her, and im- 
printed a burning kiss on the pale cheeks 
of the beauty. 

^ Leave me, thou dreadful man!' she 
stammered in terror ; * oh I leave me !' 

< Ah ! Rosabella, why art thou so beau- 
teous, and wliy am I ... Know'st thou 
who kist thy cheek, Rosabella ? Go! tell 
thy uncle, the proud Doge, *Twas the 
Brava AbxUino* 

He said, and ruslied out of the arbour, 
c 
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CHAPTER VII. 



The BniYo'i Bride. 



IT was not without g;ood reason, that 
AbaeUino took his departure in such haste. 
He had quitted the spot but a few min- 
utes, when a large party accidentally 
strolled that way, and discovered with as- 
tonishment the corse of Matteo, and Ro- 
sabella pale and trembling in the arbour. 

A crowd immediately' collected itself 
round^ thera. It increased with eirery 
moment, and Rosabella was necessitated 
to repeat what had happened to her for 
the satisfaction of every new-comer. 

In the mean while some of the Doge*s 
couniers who happened to be among the 
crowd, hastened to call her attendants to- 
gether; her gondola was already waiting 
for her, and the terrified girl soon reach- 
ed her uncle's palace in safety. 

In vain was an embargo laid upon ev- 
ery other gondola ! in vain did they ex* 
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amine every person, who was in the gar- 
dens of Dolabella at the time, when the 
tn^irdered assassin was first discovered-— 
No traces could be found of Abxllino. 

The oreport of this strange adventure 
spread like wild-fire through Venice — 
Abaellino (for Rosabella had preserved 
but too well his name, and by the relation 
of her danger had given it universal pub- 
licity) Absellino was the object of general 
wonder and curiosity. Every one pitied 
poor Rosabella for what she had suffered, 
execrated the villain who had bribed Mat- 
teo to murder her, and endeavored to con- 
nect the different circumstances together 
by the help of one hypothesis or other, 
among which it would be difficult to de- 
cide which was the most improbable. 

Every one, who heard the adventure 
told it again, and every one who told it, 
added something of his own : till at length 
it was made into a complete romantic no- 
vel, which might have been entitled with 
great propriety • The Power of Beauty ;' 
tor the Venetian gentlemen and ladies 
had settled, the point among themselves 
completely to their own satisfaction, that 
Abaellino would undoubtedly have assas- 
sinated Rosabella, had he not been pre- 
vented by her uncommon beauty. But 
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though Absellino's interference had pre* 
served her life, it was doubted much 
whether this adventure would be at all 
relished by her destined bridegroom, the 
Prinlce of Monaldeschi, a Neapolitan of 
the first rank, possest of immense wealth 
and extensive influence. The ,Doge had 
for sometime been negotiating a match 
between hi^ niece and this powerful no- 
bleman, who was soon expected to make 
his appearance at Venice. The motive 
of his journey, in spite of all the Doge's 
precautions, had been divulged, and it was 
no longer a secret to any but Rosabella, 
who had never seen the Prince, and could 
not imagine, why his expected visit should 
excite such general curiosity. 

Thus far the story had been told much 
to Rosabella's credit; but at length the 
women began to envy her for lier share 
in the adventure. The kiss whidi she 
had. received from the bravo, afforded 
them an excellent opportunity for throw- 
ing out a few malicious insinuatioi;s— 

< She received a great service,' said one, 

< there's no saying how far the fair Rosa- 
bella in the warmth of gratitude may have 
been carried in rewarding her preser- 
ver !* • Very true,' observed another, 

< and for my part I think it not very like- 
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Ijr, that the fellow, being alone with a 
pretty girl whose life be had just savedi 
should have gope away contented with a 
single kiss !'—^ Come, come/ interrupt- 
ed a third, ' do not let us judge uncharita« 
bly ; the fact may be exactly as the lady 
relates it ; though I mu9t say that gentle- 
men of Absellino's profession ai^ not Gsu- 
ally so pretty-behaved, and that this is the 
first time 1 ever heard of a bravo in the 
Platonics.' 

Ib short, Rosabella and the terrible 
Abaeilino furnished the indolent and gos- 
sipping Venetians with conversation so 
long, that at length the Doge's niece was 
universally known by the honorable ap- 
pellation of. the < Bravo's Bride.' 

< But no one gave himself more trouble 
about this affair than the Doge, the good 
but proud Andreas. He immediately is- 
sued orders, that every person of siispi- 
cious appearance should be watched more 
closely than ever : the night patroles were 
doubled; and spies were employed daily 
in procuring intelligence of Abaellino; 
and yet all was in vain, AbxUino's retreat 
was inscrutable. 
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CHAPTER VIM. 



The Coospiraey. 



« CONFUSION !' exclaimed Parozzi, 
a Venetian nobleman of the first rank* as 
he paced his chamber with a disordered 
air, on the morning after Matteo's mur* 
der^ * now all curses light upon the vil- 
lain's awkwardness ! Yet it seems incon- 
ceivable to me^ how all this should have 
fallen out ao untowardly ! Has any one 
discovered my designs?*-! know well, 
that Verrino loves Rosabella ; was it hci 
who opposed this confounded Abaellino to 
Matteo, and charged him to mar my plans 
against her ?•— That seems likely— And ' 
now, when the Doge inquires who it was 
that employed assassins to murder his 
niece, what other will be suspected than 
Parozzi, the discontented lover to whom 
Rosabella refused her hand, and whom 
Andreas hates past hope of reconcilia- 
tion ?<^And now having once found the 
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scent • . • Parqzzi I Parozzi I should the 
crafty Andreas get an insight into your 
plans . . . should he learni that you have 
placed yourself at the head of a troop of 
hair-brained youths • . . hair-brained may 
I well call children, who, in order -to avoid 
the rod, set fire ^o their paternal mansion 
-^Parozzi, should all this be revealed to 
Andrei^ ... 

Here his reflections were interrupted. 
Memmo, Faiieri, and Contarino entered 
the room ; three young Venetians of the 
highest rank, Parozzi's inseparable com- 
panions, men depraved both in mind 
and bo<ly, spendthrifts, voluptuaries, well 
known to every usurer in Venice, and 
owing more than their paternal ii>heri<r 
tance would ever admit of their paying. 

* Why how is this, Parozzi ?* cried 
Aiemmo as lie entered, (a wretch whose 
very features exhibited marks of that lib* 
ertinism to which his life had been dedi* 
cated,) ' I can scarce recover myself from 
my astonishment? For Heaven's 8ake» 
is this report tru\B ? Did you realiy hire 
Matteo to murder the Doge's niece ?' 

^IV exclaimed Parozzi, and hastily 
turned away to hide the deadly paleness 
which overpowered his countenance; 
* why should you suppose, that any such 
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design . . . surely Memmoy you are dis* 
tracted/ 

MemmO'^By my soul, I speak but the 
plain matter of fact. Nay, only ask Falie* 
ri ; he can tell you more. 

^(d/i^rj— Faith, 'tis certain, Parozzi, that 
Lomellino has declared to the Doge as a 
truth beyond doubting, that you^ and none 
but you^ were the person, who instigated 
Matteo to attempt Rosabella's life. 

Parozzi — And I tell you again, LomeK 
lino knows not what he says. 

Con/orino— Well, well, only be upon 
your guard. Andreas is a terrible fellow 
to deal with. 

/^a/im—^<f terrible ? I tiell you, he is 
the most contemptible blockhead that the 
universe can furnish 1 Courage he per- 
haps possesses, but brains not an atom. 

Co«/aniio— And 1 tell you, that An- . 
dreas is as brave as a lion, and as crafty 
as a fox. 

jfVi/ieri—— Psha ! Psha! Every thing 
would go to rack and ruin, were it not for 
the wiser heads of the triumvirate of coun^ 
sellors, whom Heaven confound! De« 
prive him of Paolo Manfrone, Conari, and 
Lomellino, and the Doge would stand 
there looking as foolish as a schoolboy, 



Dy Google 



THE BHAVO OF VENICE. ^7 

vho was going to be examined, and hact 
forgotten his lesson. 

Parozzi— Falieri is in the right 

Memmo — ^Quite ! '^uite ! 

Fa/fVrf-~And then Andreas is as proud 
as a beggar suddenly . grown rich and 
dressed in his first suit of embroidery ? 
By St. Anthony, he is become quite insup- 
portable !— Do you not observe how be 
increases the number of his attendant dai-' 
ly? 

Memmo — Nay, that is an undoubted 
fact. 

Coniarino — And then to what an un- 
bounded extent has he carried his influ* 
cnce ! — the Signora, the Quaranti, the 
Procurators of St. Mark, the Avocateri, 
all think, and act, exactly- as it suits the 
Doge's pleasure, and convenience ! Eve- 
ry soul of them depends as much on that 
one man's humor and capiices, as pup- 
pets do, who nod or shake their wooden 
heads just as the fellow behind the cur- 
tain thinks proper to move the wires. 

Parozzi— -And yet the populace idol- 
izes this Andreas ! 

Memmo — Aye, that is the worst part of 
the story. 

/7fl/ifri— But never credit me again, if 

c2 
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he does not experience a reverse of for- 
tune speedily. 

Conroriwc/— That might happen, would 
we but set our shoulders to the wheel 
stoutly. But what do we do ? we pass our 
time in taverns and brothels, drink and 
game, and throw ourselves headlong into 
such an ocean of debts, that the best swim- 
mer must sink at last. Let us resolve to 
make the attempt : let us seek recruits 
on all sides; let us labor with all our 
might and main; things must change; 
or if they do not, take my word for it, my 
friends, this world is no longer a world 
for us. 

iWmmo— Nay, it's a melancholy truth, 
that during the last half year my creditors 
have been rt^dy to beat my door down 
with knocking ; I am awakened out of 
my sleep in the morning and lulled to rest 
again at night with no other music than 
their eternal clamors; 

Parozzi— Ha ! ha ! ha I— As for me, I 
need not tell you how / am situated ! 

/^a/ieri— -Had we been less extravagant, 
we might at this moment have been sit- 
ting quietly in our palaces, and but 

as things stand now ... 

Parozzfr— Well I < as thing stand 
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now,' ... I veriJf ))er^ei$. that Falieri b 
going to moralise ! ^' * *^ 

Contarino — That is ever the way. with 
old sinners, when they have lost .the pow- 
er to sin any longer : then they are ready 
enough to weep over their past life, and 
talk loudly about repentance and reforma- 
tion. Now, for my own part, I am per- 
fectly well satisfied with my wanderings 
from the common beaten paths of morali- 
ty and prudence. They serve to convince 
rae that I am not one of your every-day 
men, who sit cramped up in the chimney- 
comer, lifeless and phlegmatic, and shud* 
der when they hear of any extraorciinary 
occurrence. Nature evidently intended 
me to be a libertine, and I am determin- 
ed to fill my destination.-— Why if spirits 
like ours were not produced every now 
and then, the world would absolutely go 
fast asleep ; but we rouse it by deranging 
the old order of things, force mankind to 
quicken their snail's pace, furnish a mil- 
lion of idlers with riddles which they puz- 
zle their brains about without being "able 
to comprehend, infuse some few hundreds 
of new ideas into the heads of the great 
multitude, and, in short, are as useful to 
the worlds as tempests are which dissipate 
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those exhalations, with which nature otb' 
erwise would poison herself. 

Falieri Excellent sophistry, by my 

honor ! Why, Contarino, ancient Rome 
has had an irreparable loss in not having 
numbered you among her orators : it is a 
pity though, that there should be so little 
that's solid wrapt up in so many fine 
sounding woiids. Now learn that while 
you, with this rare talent of eloquence^ 
have been most unmercifully wearing out 
the patience of your good-natured bear- 
ers, Falieri has been in action! The 
cardinal Gonzaga is discontented with the 
government; Heaven knows what An* 
dreas has done to make him so vehement- 
ly his enemy; but, in short, Gonzaga 
now belongs to our party. 

Parozzi— (With astonishment and de- 
light)— Falieri, are you in your senses ? — 
The cardinal Gonzaga ? 

i^a/teri— Is ours, and ours both body and 
•Boul, I confess, I was Brst obliged to rho- 
domOtitade a good deal to him about our 
patriotism, our glorious designs, our love 
of freedom, and so forth ; in short, Gon- 
zaga is an hypocrite, and therefore is Gon- 
zaga the fitter for us. 

CoJircrino-— (Clasping Falieri's hand) 
Bravo, my frienid ! Venice shall see a 
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second edition of Cataline's conspiracy.-— 
Now then* It isrmy turn to speak, for I 
have not been idle since we parted. In 
truth I have as yet caught nothings but I 
have made myself master of an all-pow- 
erful net, with which I doubt not to cap- 
ture half of Venice. You all of you know 
the marchioness Olympia i 

Farozzu^Dots not each of us keep a 
list of the handsomest women in the re* 
public, and can we have forgotten num- 
ber one ? 

Falieri — Olympia and Rosabella are the 
goddesses oi Venice : our youths bum in- 
cense on. no other altars. 

Conrarino— Olympia is my own. 

i^«/icrr»— How ? 

Parozzi — Olympia I 

Contarino'^y/V hy how now ? Why stare 
ye as if I had prophesied to you that the 

skies were going to fall: 1 tell you 

Olympia's heart is mine» and that I pos- 
sess her entire and most intimate confi* 
dence. Our connexion must remain a 
profound secret; but depend upon it, 
whatever I wish, she wishes also, and she 
can make half the nobility in Venice dance 
to the sound of the pipe, play what tune 
she please. 
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Pizrozzf-— ContarinO) you are our mas- 
ter. 

Con/anno— And you had not the least 
suspicion, how powerful an ally I was la- 
boring to procure for you ? 

Parozzi-^l must blush for myself while 
I listen to you, since as yet I have done 
nothing. Yet this I must say in my ex-, 
cuse : had Matteo, bribed by my gold, ac- 
complished Rosabella's murder, the Doge 
would have been robbed of that chain, 
with which he holds the chief men in Ve- 
nice attached to his government. An- 
dreas would have no merit, were Rosabel- 
la removed. The most illustrious fsgini- 
lies would care no longer for his friend- 
ship, were their hopes of a connexion 
with him by means of his niece buried in 
her grave. Rosabella will one day be the 
Doge^ heiress. 

Memmo — All that I can do for you in 
this business is to provide you with pecu- 
niary supplies. My old miserable uncle, 
whose whole property becomes mine at 
his deatlH has briniful coffers, and the old 
miser dies whenever I say the word. 

wFafi^H— You have suffered him to live 
too long already. 

AC?mmo— Why, I never have, been able 
to * . . You would scarcely believe it, 
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friends, but at times I am so hypochon- 
driac, that I could almost fancy that I feel 
some twinges of conscience. 

Contnrino-^^lndeed I Then take my ad- 
vice ; go into a monastery. 

Memmo — Yes, truly, tha^ would suit 
me to a hair. 

JFaliert-^Oun first care must be to find 
out our old' acquaintances, Matteo's com- 
panions ; yet having hitherto always trans- 
acted business with them tlirough their 
ca(>tain, 1 know not where they are to be 
found. 

Parozzi — As soon as they can be met 
with, their first employment must be the 
removal of the Doge's trio t)f advisers. 

Contarino That were an excellent 

idea, if it were but as easily done as said — 
Well then, my friends, this principle point 
at least is decided. Either we will bury 
our debts under the ruins of the existing 
constitution of the republic, er make An- 
dreas a gift of our heads towards strength- 
ening the walls of the building ; in either 
case we shall at least obtain quiet. Ne- 
cessity with her whip of serpents has driv- 
en us to the very highest point of her rock, 
whence we must save ourselves by some 
extraordinary daring, or be precipitated on 
the opposide side into the abyss of shame 
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and eternal oblivion. The next point to 
be considered is, how we may best obtain 
supplies for our necessary expenses, and 
induce others to join with ua in our plans. 
For this purpose we must use every arti- 
fice to secure in our interests the courte- 
sans of the greatest celebrity^ in Venice. 
What we should be unable to effect by 
every power of persuasion, banditti by 
their daggers, and princes by their treasu- 
ries, can one of those sirens accomplish 
with a single look. ' Where the terrors of 
the scaffold are without effect, atid the 
priest's exhortations are heard with cold- 
ness, a wanton kiss and a tender promise 
often perform wonders. The roost vigi- 
lant fidelity drops to sleep on the voluptu • 
Ous bosoms of these witches. The warmth 
of their kisses can thaw the lips of secre- 
sy herself; and the bell which sounded 
the hour of assignation, has often rang the 
knell ot the most sacred principles and 
most stedfast resolutions -^But should you 
cither fail to gain the mastery over the 
minds of these women, or fear to be your- 
selves entangled in the nets which you 
wish to spread for others, in these cases 
you must have recourse to the holy father 
confessors. Flatter the pride of those in- 
solent friars; paint for them upon the 
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blank leaf of futurity, bishop's mitres, pa- 
triarchal missions, the hats of cardinals, 
and the keys of St. Peter ; my life upon 
it, they will spring at the bait, and you 
fviil have them completely at your dispo- 
sal. These hypocrites who govern the 
consciences of the bigoted Venetians, hold 
xnan and woman, the noble and the men- 
dicant, the Doge and the gondoleer, bound 
fast in the chains of superstition, by which 
they can lead them wheresoever it best 
suits their pleasure-^lt will save us tons 
of gold in gaining over proselytes and 
keeping their consciences quiet when 
gained, if we can but obtain the assistance 
of -the confessors, whose blessings and 
curses pass with the multitude for current 
coin^^ Now then to work, comrades, and 
so farewell. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



Cmtluft't Dwelling. 



SCARCELY had AbasUino achieved 
the bloody deed which employed every 
tongue IB Venicet than he changed his 
dress and whole appearance with so mMch 
expedition and success as ta prevent the 
slightest suspicion of his being Matteo's 
murderer. He quitted the gardens un* 
questioned, nor left the least trace that 
could lead to a discovery. 

He arrived at Cintlua's dwelling. It 
was already.evening. Cinthia opened the 
door, and he entered the common apart- 
ment 

« Where are the rest V said he, in a 
savage tone of voice, whose sound made 
Cinthia tremble. 

< They have been asleep,' she answer- 
ed, < since mid-day. Probably they mean 
10 go out on some pursuit to*night.' 
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AbaelUno threw himself into a chair and 
seemed to be lost in thought. 

^ But why are you always ^o gloomy, 
Abxllioo,' said Cinthia, drawing near 
him ; ^ it's that which makes you so ug« 
ly. Pr*ythee away with those frowns *» 
they make your countenance worse than 
nature made it' 

Abaellino gave no answer. 

* Really your are enough to frightei>a 
body ! Come now, let us be friends, 
Abacllino ; I begin not to dislike you, and 
to endure your appearance ; and I don't 
know but • . • •' 

« Go ! wake the keepers !' roared the 
bravo. 

« The sleepers \ Psha ! let them sleep 
on, the stupid rogues ! Sure you are not 
afi-aid to be alone with me ? Mercy on me, 
one would think I looked as terrible as 
yourself? Oo I—Nay, look on me, Abael* 
linol* - 

Cintliia, to say the truth was by no 
means an ill-looking girl ; her ^yes were 
bright and expressive ; her hair fell ia 
shining ringlets over her bosom ; her lips 
were red and full, and she bowed them 
towards AbxlUoo's— But Absellino's were 
still sacred by the touch of Rosabella'a 
cheek-— He started from his seat and re- 
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moved (yet gently) Cinthia's hand, whicB 
rested ^n his shoulder. 

* Wake the sleepers, my good girl,* 
said he,>I must speak with them this 
moment/ 

Cinthia hesitated. 

* Nay, go !' said he in a fierce voice. 
Cinthia retired in silence ; yet as she 

crossed the threshhold, she stopped for an 
instant* and menaced him with he^ finger. 

Ahaellino strode through the chamber 
with hasty steps, his head reclining on bis 
shoulder, his arms folded over his breast. 

< The first step is taken/ said be to 
himself^ Uhere is one moral monster the 
less on earth. I have committed no dn 
by thi& murder ; I have but performed a 
sacred duty — Aid me, thou Gre«^t and 
Good, for arduous is the task before me.«^ 
Ah! should that task be gone through 
with success, and Rosabella be the reward 
of my labors .... Rosabellaf— What shall 
the Doge's niece bestow on the outcast 
Abxllino . . • Oh ! that I am to hope it, 
never can I reach the goal of my wbhes ! 
—No ! never was there frenzy to equal 
mine I To attach myself at first sight to 
• . • . Yet Rosabella is capable of thus en- 
chanting at first sight! — Rosabella and 
Valpria!— To be beloved by two such 



Dy Google 



THE BRAVO OF VENICE. 69 

women . • . Yet though 'tis impossible to 
attain, atrtving to attain such excellence 
lis glorious ! Illusions so delightful will 
at least make me happy for a moment^ 
and alas ! the wretphed Abxllino needs so 
much illusions, that will for a moment 
make him happy I — Oh ! surely if the 
world kn^w what I gladly vfould accom- 
plish, the world would )>oth love and pity 
me.* 

Cinthia returned : the four bravos fol- 
lowed her, yawning, grumbling, and still 
half asleep. 

* Come, come V said Absellino ;' ' rouse 
yourselves, lads 1 Before I say any thing, 
be convinced you are wide awake, for 
what I am going to tell you is so strange, 
that you would scarce believe it in a 
dream.' 

They listened to him with an air of in- 
difference and impatience. 

* Why what's the matter now ?' said 
Thomaso, as he stretched himself, 

^ Neither more nor less than that our 
honest, hearty, brave Matteo ... is mur- 
dered I* 

* What !— Murdered ?* every . one ex- 
claimed,' and gazed .with looks of terror 
on the bearer of this unwelcome news: 
while Cintitia gave a loud scream, attd' 
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clasping her hands together, sunk almost 
breathless into a chair. i 

A general silence prevailed for dome* 
time. 

'Murdered?* at length repeated Tho- 
maso, < and by whom ?' 

Baluzzo — Where? 

PiV^rino— What ? this forenoon ? 

MallinO'^ln the gardens of Doiabella, 
he was found bleeding at the feet of the 
Doge's niece. W^hether be fell bjr her 
hand, or by that of one of her admirers, I 
cannot say. 

Cinthia — (Weeping) poor dear Mattec 

'Mallini) — ^About this time to-morrow 
you will see his corpse exhibited on the 
gibbet. 

/*fe/ri«©— What ! Did any person re- 
cognise him ? 

Jballino — Yes, yes I there's no doubt 
about his trade, you may depend on't. 

Cinthia — The gibbet L Poor dear Mat- 
leo. 

jf^owa*©— This is a fine piece of. work I 

Balutzc — Confound the fellow I Why 
who would have thought of any thing hap- 
pening so unkicky ! 

Jbtellino^^Why how now ? You seem 
to be overcome ? 
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5/r«zza— .1 cannot recover myself: sur- 
nrise and terpor have almost stupified me 1 

w^6ir/^o— Indeed ! By my life, when I 
first heard the news I burst into laughter : 
•Signor Matteo/ said I, *I wish your 
worship joy of your safe arrival/ ^^ 

Tkomaao — What ? 

^/rtizza— You laughed ? Hang me if I 
can see what there is to laugh at ! 

^AW/ino— -Why surely you are not 
afraid of receiving what you are so ready 
to bestow on others ? What is your ob- 
ject ? What can we expect as our reward 
at the end of our labors, except the gibbet 
or the rack I What memorials of our ac- 
tions shall we leave behind us, except our 
skeletons dancing in the air, and the 
chains which rattle round them ? He who 
undertakes to play the braid's part on the 
great theatre of the world, must not be 
afraid when death overtakes him ; let him 
come through the hands of the physician 
or of the executioner ! Come, come ! 
pluck up your spirits, comrades. 

Thomaao — That's easy to say, but quite 
out of my power. 

Pietrino — Mercy on me, how my teeth 
do chatter I 

^a/uzzo— Pr'ythce AbxUino, be com* 
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posed for a moment or two ! Your gaiety 
at a time like this is quite horrible. 

CjnMw— Oh, me I Oh, me ! Poor mur- 
dered Matteo ! 

Aballino-^Hey day ! Why what is all 
thi9 ? Cinthia, my life, are you not asham- 
ed of being such a child \ Come, let you 
-and I renew that conversation which my 
sending ypu to rouse these gentlemen in- 
terrut>ted : sit down by me, my .dear, and 
give me a kiss. » 

Cinihia — Out upon you, monster I 

./f^<c//ino~What, have you altered your 
mind, my pretty dear ? Well, well ; with 
all my heart ! When you are in the hu- 
mour, perhaps / may not have the incli- 
nation. 

Baluzzo — Death and the de\il, Abael- 
lino, is this a <ime for talking nonsense ? 
Pr'ythee keep such trash for a fitter oc- 
casion, and let us consider what we are to 
dp just now. 

' Pie^rwo^— Nay, tliis is no season for 
trifling. 

<S/rttzza-*-Tell us Abiellino; you arc 
an ingenious fellow ; what course it is 
best for us tQ take ? 

Matlino ^( After a pause) — Nottiing 

must be done, or a great deal— One of 
two things we must choose : either wc 
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must remain where we are, and what we 
are, murder honest men to please any ras« 
cal who will gi?e us gold and fair wordS) 
and make up our minds to be hung, bro- 
ken on the wheel, condemned to the gal- 
lics, burnt alive, crucified or beheaded, at 
the long run, just as it may seem best to 
the supreme authority ; or else . . . 

Thomaao—Ov else ?— Well \ 

jibisUiho — Or else we must divide the 
spoils which are already in our possession, 
quit the republic, begin a new and better 
life, and endeavor to make our peace with 
Heaven. We have already wealth enough 
to make it unnecessary for us to ask ♦ How 
we shall get our br^d V You may either 
buy an estate in some foreign country, or 
keep an Osterla- or engage in commerce, 
or set up sonoe trade, or, in short, do what* 
ever you like best, so |hal you do but aban« 
don the prot'ession of an assassin. Then 
we may look out for a wife among the 
pretty girls of our own rank in life, be- 
come the happy father of sons and daugh- 
ters, may eat and drink in peace and se- 
curity, and make amends by the honesty 
of our future lives for the offences of our 
past 

Thomaao-^W^i I ha I ha ! 

jib€Uino — What you do, that will / do 
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too; I will either hang or be broken on 
the wheel along with you, or become 
an honest man^ just as you please. Now 
then, what Is your decision I 

Thoma^o — Was there ever such a stu- 
pid counsellor I 

Fietrino Our decision ? Nay, the 

point's not very difficult to decide. 

jiballino — I should have thought it had 
been. 

TViomato— Without more words then, 
I vote for our remaining as we are, and 
carrying on our old trade : that will bring 
us in plenty of gold, and enable us to lead 
a jolly life. 

Fietrino — Right, my lad I You speak 
my thoughts exactly. 

7%o»Mwo— We are bravos, it's true, but 
what then ? We are honest fellows, and 
the devil take him who dares to say we 
are not. However, at any rate we must 
keep within doors for a few days, lest wc 
should be discovered ; for I warrant you 
the Doge's spies are in search of us by 
tlus. But as soon as the pursuit is over, 
be it our first business to find out Mat* 
teo's murderer, and throttle him out of 
hand as a warning to all others. 

Ml — Bravo ! Bravissimo I 
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Fietrmo^^\nd from this day forth I 
vote that Thomaso should be our captain. 

^/rt/zza— Aye^in Matteo's stead. 

^//^Right I right ! 

Mitilmo-^To which I say amen with 
all my heart : now then all is decided. 



BND OF BOOK THE FIRST. 
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CHAPTER I. 



The Birth day. 



IN solitude and anxiety^ with barred 
windows and bolted doors^ did the bandit* 
ti pass the day immediately succeeding 
Matteo's mui*der : every murmur in the 
street appeared to them a cause of appre- 
hension ; every foot-step which approach* 
ed their doors made them tremble till it 
had passed them. 

In the mean while the ducal palace 
blazed with splendor and resounded with 
mirth — The Doge celebrated the birth« 
day of his fair niece, Rosabella ; and the 
feast was honored by the presence of the 
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chief persons of the city, of the foreign 
ambassadors, and of many illustrious 
strangers wbp were at that time resident 
in Venice. 

On this -occasion no expense had been 
spared, no source of pleasure had been 
neglected. The arts contended with each 
other for superiority ; the best poets in 
Venice celebrated this day wiUi powers 
excelling any thing which they had before 
exhibited, for the subject of their verses 
was Rosabella; the musicians and vrrru- 
oai surpassed all their former triumphs, 
for their object wis to obtain the suffrage 
of Rosabella. The singular union of all 
kinds of pleasure intoxicated the imagin- 
ation of every guest ; and the genius of 
delight extended his influence over the 
whole assembly, over the old man and the 
youth, over the matron and the virgin. , 
The venerable Andreas had seldom 
been seen in such high spirits as on this 
occasion : he was all life ; smiles of satis- 
faction played round his lips ; gracious 
and condescending to every onv he made 
it his chief care to prevent his rank tvom 
being felt. Sometimes he trifled with the 
ladies, whose beauty formed the greatest 
ornament of this entertainment; some- 
times he mingled among the masks, whose 
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fantastic appearance and gaiety of conver* 
sation enlivened the ballixHnn by their 
variety ; at other times he played chess 
with the generals and admirals of the re- 
public ; and frequently he Ibrsook .every 
thing to gaze with delight on Rosabella's 
dancing, or listeii^ in silent rapture to Ro* 
sabella's music. 

Lomellino,Conari, and Paolo Manfrone, 
the Doge's three confidential friends and 
counsellors, in defiance of their grey htirSf 
mingled in the throng of youthful beau* 
ti^s, flirted first with one, and then with 
another, and the arrows of raillery were 
darted and recdved on both sides with 
spitit and good humor. 

< Now, Lomellino,' said Andreas to his 
friend, who entered the sidooo, in which 
the Doge waaat that time accidental akme 
with his nieee I ^ you seem in gayer spir- 
its this evenings than when we were lying 
before Scardona, and had so bard a game 
to play against the Turks.' 

Lomeliino. I shall not take upon me 
to deny that, Signor. I still think with a 
mixture of tetror and satisfaction on the 
night we took Scardona, and carried the 
half moon before the city walls. By my 
soul, our Venetians fought like lions. 

jAndreaa. Fill this g^et to their memi- 
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ory, my old soldier ; you have earned your 
' rest brarely.. 

Lomeilino, Aye, Signor, and oh ! it is 
so sweet to rest on laurels ! But in truth, 
'tis to you that 1 am indebted for mine : it 
is you who have immortalised me. No 
soul on eaith would have known that Lo* 
meilino existed, had he not fought in Dal- 
matia and Sicilia under the banners of the 
great Andreas, and assisted him in raising 
eternal trophies in honor of the republic. 

jindreas. My good Lomellino, the Cy« 
prus wine has heated your imagination? 

Lomellino. Nay, I know well I ought 
not to call you great, and praise you thus 
openly to your face ; but faith ! Signor, I 
am grown too old for it to be worth my 
while to flatter. That is a business which 
I leave to our young courtiers, who have 
never yet come within the smell of pow- 
der, and have never fought for Venice 
and Andreas. 

Andreas. You are an old enthusiast \ 
Think you the emperor is of the same 
opinion f 

' Lomellino. Unless Charles the fifth b 
deceived by those about him, or is too 
proud to allow the greatness of an enemy, 
he must say perforce-^^ There is but one 
roan on earth whom I fear, and who is 
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worthy to contend with ihe ; ^and that man 
is Andreas.' 

Andreas, I suspect he will be sorely 
displeased when he receives my answer 
to the message by which he notified to me 
the imprisonment of the French King. 

Lomcllino. Displeased he will be, Sig-- 
nor, no doubt ; but what then I Venice 
need not fear his displeasure; while An- 
dreas still lives. Bui when you and your 
heroes are once gone to rest . . . then alaS' 
for thee, poor Venice 1 I fear your gold- 
€iv times will soon come to their conclu- 
sion. 

jindreaa. What ? Have we not many- 
young officers of great promise ? 

Lomellino, Alas! what are most of 
them ? Heroes in the field of Venus ! 
Heroes at a drinking bout i Effeminate 
striplings, relaxed both in mind and body \ 
But how am I running on, forgetful . . . 
Ah ! when one is grown old, and convers- 
ing with an Andreas, it is easy to forget 
every thing else : my lord, I sought you 
with a request ; a request too of conse- 
quence. 

Andreas. You excite my curiosity. 

LomelHno. About a week ago, there 
arrived here, a young Florentine noble^ 
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inan called Flodoardo, a youth of noble 
appearance and great promise. 

jindreaa. Well ? 

luomdlino. His father was one of my 
dearest friends ; he is dead now, the good 
old generous nobleman ! \r% our youth 
we served on board the same vessel^ and 
many a turbaned head has fallen beneath 
his sword s Ah ! he was a brave soldier. 

jindreaa. While /:elebrating the fa- 
ther's bravery you seem to have quite for* 
gotten the son. 

Lomellino, His son is arrived in Ve- 
nice, and wishes to enter into the service 
of the republic. I entreat you, give the 
young man some respectable situation; 
he will prove the boast of Venice, when 
we shall be in our graves; on that would 
I haaard my existence i 

jlndreaa, Has-he sense and talent ? * 

Lomellino, That he has, and an heart 
like his father's : Will it please you to see 
and converse with him ? He is yonder 
among the masks in the great saloon. 
0^t^ Uiing I must tell you, as a specimen 
of his designs. He has heard of the ban- 
ditti Mfho infest Venice ; tnd heu^ngages, 
that the first piece of service which he 
renders the republic shall be the deliver- 
tng into the hands of justice these con- 
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cealed assassins, who hitherto have elud- 
ed the vigilance of our police. 

Andreas. Indeed? I doubt that pronoise. 
will be too nnuch for his power to perforin : 
Flodoardoi I think you called him ? Tell 
him I would speak with him. 

Lomellino. Oh ! then I have gained at 
least half of my cause, and I believe the 
whole of it ; for to see Flodoardo, and not 
to like him, is as difficult as to look at pa- - 
radise and not wish ta enter. To sec 
Flodoardo, and to hate him, is as unlike- 
ly> as that a blind man should hate the 
kind hand which removes the cataract 
from his eyes, and pours upon them the 
blessings of light and beauties of nature. 

Andreaty (Smiling) In the whole 

course of our acquaintance, Lomellino, 
never did 1 hear you so enthusiastic ! Go 
then ; conduct this prodigy hither. * 

JLomellino. I hasten to find him : and 
as for you, Signora, look to yourself! look 
to yourself, I say ! 

Rosabella, Nay, pr'ythee, Lomellino^ 
bring your hero hither without delay ; you 
have raised my curiosity to its height. 

LfOmeUino q«tttted the saloon. 

Andreas. U«w comes it that you rejoin 
not the dancers, my child I 

Rosahella. 1 am weary, and besides 
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curiosity now detains nie here, for I would 
fain see this Fiodoardo, whom Lonnellino 
thinks deserving of such extraordinary 
praise. Shall I tell you the truth, my dear 
uncle ? I verily believe that I am already 
acquainted with him. There was a mask 
in a Grecian habit, whose appearance was . 
80 striking, that it was impossible for him 
to remain confounded with the crowd; 
the least attentive eye must have singled 
him out from among ^ thousand. It was 
a tall light figure, so graceful in every 
movement . • • then his dancing was quite 
perfection ! 

jindreasy (Smiling, and threatening with 
his finger:) Child! child! 

Rosabella* Nay, my dear uncle, what 
I say is mere justice : it is possible, in- 
deed, that the Greek and Florentine may 
be two different persons ; but still accord- 
ing to Lomellino's description ... Oh ! 
look, dear uncle, only look yonder ! there 
stands the Greek, as I live. 

Andreas, And Lomellino is with him : 
they approach : Rosabella you have made 
a good guess. 

The Doge had scarcely ceased to speak, 
when Lomellino entered the room, con- 
ducting a tall young man, richly habited 
iirthe Grecian fashion. 
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( My gracious lord,* said Lomellino, < I 
present to you the count Flodoardo, who 
humbly sues for your protection.* 

Flodoardo uncovered his head in token 
of respect, took oiF his mask, and bowed 
low before the illustrious ruler of Venice. 

Andreaa, I understand you are desir- 
ous of serving the republic ? 

Flodoardo. That is my ambition, should 
your highness think me deserving of such 
an honor. 

Andreaa, Lomellino speaks highly of 
you ; if all he says be true, how came you 
to deprive your own country of your ser- 
vices ? 

Flodoardo. Because my own country 
is not governec| by an Andreas. 

Andreas. You have intentions, it seems, 
of discovering the haunts of the banditti, 
who for some time past have caused so 
many tears to flow in Venice. 

Flodoardo, If your highness would 
deign to confide in me, I would answer 
with my head for their delivery into the 
hands of your officers, and that speedily. 

• Andreas. That were much for a stran- 
ger to pei^irm: I would fain make the 
trial whether you can keep your word. 

Flodoardo, That is sufficient : Tonoor- 
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row or the day after, at lat«»t, will I per-* 
form my promise. 

Andreas* And you make that promise 
80 resolutely? Are you aware, young 
man, how dang^erous a task it is to sur* 
prise these miscreants \ They are never 
to be found when sought for, and always 
present when least expected ; they are at 
once every where, and no where ; there 
exists not a nook in all Venice which our 
spies are not acquainted with, or have left 
unexamined, and yet has our police en* 
deavored in vain to discover the place of 
their concealment. 

Flodoardo, I know all this, and to 
know it rejoices me, since it affords me 
an opportunity of convincing the Doge of 
Venice, that my actions are not those of a 
common adventurer. 

Andreas* Perform your promise, and 
then let me hear from you. For the pres- 
ent our discourse shall end here, for no 
unpleasant thought must disturb the joy 
to which this day is dedicated. Rosabel- 
la, would you not like to join the dancers ? 
Count, I confide her to your care. 

Flodoardo. I could not l|9 entrusted 
with a -more precious charge. 

Rosabella, during this conversation, had 
been leaning against the back of her un- 
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cle^s chairs she repeated to herself Lo- 
mellino's assertion^ ^ that to see Flodoar- 
do, and not to like him, was as difficult as 
to look at paradise, and not wish to enter ;* 
and while she gazed on the youth, she al- 
lowed that LonielHno had not exaggerat* 
ed. ^V hen her uncle desired Flodoardo 
to conduct her to the dancers, a soft blush 
overspread her cheeks, and she doubted 
whether she should accept or decline the 
hand which was immediately offered. 

And to tell you my real opinion, my 
fair ladies, I suspect that very few of you 
would have been more collected than Ro« 
sabella, had you found yourselves similar- 
ly situated. In truth, such a form as Flo- 
doardo's ; a countenance whose physi- 
ognomy seemed a passport at once to the 
hearts of all who examined it ; features so 
exquisitely fashioned, that the artist who 
wished to execute a model of manly beau- 
ty, had he imitated them, would have had 
nothing to supply or improve ; features, 
every one of which spoke so clearly : ^ the 
bosom of this youth contains the heart of 
an hero ;' . . . and ladies, my dear ladies, 
a roan like this might well make some ^ 
little confusion in the head and heart of a 
a poor young girl, tender and unsuspi- 
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Fludoardo took Rosabella's hand, and 
led Iter into the ball-room* Here all was 
mirth and splendor ; the roofs re-echoed 
with the full ^well of harmon7, and the 
floor trembled beneath the multitude of 
dancers, who formed a thousand beautiful 
groupS) by the blaze of innumerable lus- 
tres : yet Flodoardo and Rosabella pass«d 
on in silence, till they reached the ex- 
treme end of the great saloon. Here they 
stopped, and remained before an open 
window. Some minutes passed, and still 
they spoke not. Sometimes they guzed 
on each other, sometimes on the moon ; 
and then again they forgot each other, the 
dancers, and the moon, and- were totally 
absorbed in themselves. 

< Lady,' said Flodoardo, at length, < can 
there be a greater misfortune V 

< A misfortune F said Rosabella, start- 
ing, as if suddenly awaking from a dream ; 
* what misfortune Signor ? who is unfor^ 
tunate V 

^ He who is doomed to behold the joy» 
of Elysium, and iiever to possess them : 
he who dies of thirst, and sees a cup stand 
full before him, but which he knows is 
destined for the lips of another 1' 

^ And are you my lord, this outcast from 
Elysium? are you the thirsty one who 
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sitands so near the cup which is filled for 
another ? Is it thus that you wish me to 
understand your speech V 

< You understood it an I meant ; and 
now tell me, lovely Rosabella, am I not 
indeed unfortunate ?' 

' And where then is the Elysum which 
you must never possess V 

* Where Rosabella is, there is Elysium.' 
Rosabella blushed and cast her eyes on 

the ground. 

< You are not offended, Signora I* said 
Flodoardo, and took her hand with an air 
of respectful tenderness ; ' has this open- 
ness displeased you ?* 

* You are ia native of Florence, Count 
Flodoardo.' In Venice we dislike these 
kind of compliments ; at least / dislike 
them, and wish to hear them from no one 
less than from you.' 

^ By my life, Signora, I spoke but as I 
thought ; my words conceal no flattery.' 

^ See ! the Doge enters the saloon with 
Manfrone and Lomellino ; he will seek us 
among the dancers. Come iet us join 
them.' 

Flodoardo followed her in silence. The 
dance began. Heavens i how lovely look- 
ed Rosabella as she glided along to the 
sweet sounds of musiC) conducted by Flo* i 
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doardo ! How handsome looked Flodoar- 
do, «B lighter than air he flew down the 
dance, while his brilliant cjes saw no ob* 
ject but Rosobella ! He was still without 
his mask, and bare headed ; but every eye 
glanced away from the helmets and ba- 
rottea^ waving with plumes and sparkling 
with jewels, to gaze on Flodoardo's raven 
locks, as they floated on the air in wild 
luxuriance. A murmur of admiration 
rose from every corner of the saloon, but 
it rose unmarked by those who were the 
objects of it ; neither Rosabella nor Flo- 
doardo at that moment formed a wish to 
be applauded, except by each other.. 
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CHAPTER II. 



Tbe Florentine Stranger. 



, TWO eveningshad elapsed since the 
Doge*s entertainment ; on the second Pa- 
rozzi sat in his own qMitment with Mem- 
mo and Falieri. Dimly burnt the lights : 
Ig^wering and tempestuous were the skies 
without; gloomy and fearful were the 
souls of the libertines within. 

Parozzi (After a long silence) — ^What 
are you both dreaming ? Ho there I Mem- 
mo, Falieri, fill your goblets. 

Metnmo (With indifference)— -Well ! to 
please you . . . But I care not for wine to- 
night* * 

Palierir-SoT I. Methinks it tastes like 
vinegar. Yet the wine itself is good ; 'tis 
our ill temper spoils it 

Parozzi — Confound the rascals ! 

Memmo — What ? the banditti f 

-Parozzi— Not a trace of them can be 
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found ! It 18 enough to kill one with vex- 
ation ! 

FalierU^Xnd in the mean while the 
time runs out, our projects will get wind, 
and then we shall sit quietly in the state 
prisons in Venice, objects of derision to 
the populace and to ourselves I I could 
tear my fiesh for anger ! (an universal si- 
lence ) 

Parozzi (Striking his hand against the 
table passionately) — Flodoardo ! Flodoar- 
do! 

Falieri'^lTi a couple of hours I must 
attend the cardinal Gonzaga ! And what 
intelligence shall I have to give him \ 

il/<?mi7io— Come, ^ome i Contarino can- 
not havQ been absent so long without 
cause ; I warrant you he will bring some 
news with him when he arrives, 

^a/ieri— Psha ! My life on't ' he lies at 
this moment at Olympia's feet, and forgets 
US) the republic, the banditti, and himself. 

Parozzi— -And so neither of you know 
any thing of this Flodoardo ? 

Memmo — No more than of what hap- 
pened on Rosabella's birth-day. 

Falieri — V^ell then, I know one thing 
more about him; Parozzi is jealous of 
him. 
' Parozzi — I? Ridiculous I Rosabella 
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may be&tow her hand on the German Em- 
peror, or a Venetian gondoleer, without 
its giving me the least anxiety. 

J^alieri—n^l ha I ha! 

Memmo —Well, one thing at least even 
envy must confess ; Flodoardo is the hand* 
somest man in Venibe. J doubt v^hether 
there's a woman in the city who has vir- 
tue enough to resist him. 

Parozzi— And / should doubt it too if 
they have as little sense as you have, and 
looked only at the shell, without minding 
the kernel ... 

^i?m»io— Which unluckily is exactly 
the thing which they always do. 

^a/i>r/— The old Lomellino seems to 
be extremely intimate with Flodoardo; 
they say he was well acquainted with his 
father. 

Memmo — It was he who presented him 
to the Doge. 

Parozzi Hark \ Surely some one 

knocked at the palace door. 

Memmo^^li can be none but Contarino. 
Now then we shall hear whether he has 
discovered the banditti. 

Falieri (Starting from his chair)— I'll 
swear to that foolstt p ! it's Contarino. 

The doors were thrown open ; Contari- 
no entered hastily, enveloped in his cloaks 
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« Good evening, sweet gentlemen T said 
he, and threw his mantle aside. Mem<9^ 
mo, Falieri and Parozzi started back in 
horror. 

<Good God!' they exclaimed, *what 
has happened? You are covered with 
blood V 

»A trifle r cried Contarino ; < is that 
wine ? Quick I give me a goblet of it i I 
shall expire with thirst.' 

Falieri (While he gives him the cup)— 
But ContarinOi you bleed ! 

Contarino — You need not tell me that : 
I did not do it myself, I promise you. 

/^orozzi— First let us bind up your 
wounds, and then tell us what has hap« 
pened to you. It is as well that the ser- 
vants sliould remain ignorant of your ad* 
venture: I will be your surgeon myself. 

Con/arino-— What has happened with 
me, say you ? Oh ! a joke, a mere joke, 
$;entlemexil Here, Falieri, fill the bowl 
•gain. t 

Memmo^^l can scarcely breathe for 
terror. 

ConCarino^-'-.V try possibly ; neither 
should /, were I Memmoi instead of be« 
ing Contarino: the wound bleeds plente* 
ously, it's trup, but it's by no means dan- 
gerous: (he tore open his doublet, and 



Dy Google 



. THE BRAVO OF VENiCa 93 

uncovered his bosom.) There, Iook> com- 
rades ! You see it's only a cut of not more 
than two inches deep. 

Memmo (Shuddering)— Mercy on me ! 
the very sight of it makes my blood run 
cold. 

Parozzi brought ointments and linen, 
and bound up the wound of his associate. 

Co«/anno— Old Horace is in the right : 
a philosopher can be any thing he pleases ; 
a cobler, a king, or a physician. Only 
observe, with what dignified address the 
philosopher Parozzi spreads that plaster 
for me ! Ithank you, friend; that's enough. 
And now, comrades, place yourselves in 
a circle round me, and listen to the won- 
ders which I am going to relate. 

Falieri — Proceed. 

Contarino^-Afi soon as it was twilight, 
I stole out, wrapped in my cloak, deter- 
mined if possible to discover some of the 
banditti : I did not know their persons, 
neither were they acquainted with mine. 
An extravagant undertaking, perhaps you 
will tell me ; but I was resolved to con- 
vince you that every thing which a man 
determines to do, may be done. I had 
some information respecting the rascals, 
though it was but slight, and on these 
grounds, I proceeded. J happened by 
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mere accident to stumble upon a gondo- 
leer, whose appearance excited my curi- 
osity. I fell into discourse with him ; I 
soon was convinced that he was not igno* 
rant of the lurking place of the bravos^ 
and by the means of some gold and niany 
fair speeches, I at length brought him to 
confers, that though not regularly belong- 
ing to the band, he had occasionally been 
employed by them. I immediately made 
a bargain with him ; he conducted me in 
bis gondola through the greatest part of 
Venice, sometimes right, sometimes left, 
till I lost every idea as to the quarter of 
the town in which I found myself. At 
length he insisted on binding my eyes with 
his handkerchief, and I was compelled to 
submit to this condition— -Half an hour 
elapsed before the gondola stopped ; he 
told me to descend, conducted me through 
a couple of streets, and at length knocked 
at a door, where he left me still blindfold- 
ed : the door was opened ; my business 
was inquired with great caution, and after 
some demur I was at length admitted. 
The handkerchief was now withdrawn 
from my eyes, and I found myself iu a 
small chamber, surrounded by four men 
of not the most creditable appearance, 
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atid a young woman, who it seems had 
opened the door for roe, 
.. JFalieri^-^You are a daring felloV) Con- 
tarino ! 

Con/ari?f 0— -Here ^as no lime te be lost. 
I instantly threw my purse on.the table, 
promised them mountains of gdld, and fix- 
ed on particular days, hours and signals, 
which were necessary to facilitate our fu- 
ture intercourse. For the present I only 
required that Manfrone, Conari and Lo- 
mellino should be removed with all possi- 
ble expedition. 

•^//— .Br^to ! 

Conrorino— So far every thing went ex- 
actly as wejcould hj^e wished ; and one 
of my new associates was* just setting out 
to guide me home, when we were surpris- 
ed by an unexpected visit. 

JParozzi—WeW ? 

jDfemmo^^Go on, for God's sake ! 

Contarino — A knocking was heard at 
the door; the girl went to inquire the 
cause ; in an instant she returned as pale 
as a corse, and *4'"'ly i FJy I' said she. 

Falit n— What followed ? 

CoJi/anno— Why then followed a whole 
legion of sbirri and police-officers ; and 
who should be at their head but • • . the 
Florentine stranger ! 

E 
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^//— Flcwloardo ? what Flodoardo ? 

Contarino — Flodoardo. 

i?a/ifr/— What demon could have guid- 
cd him thither ! 

Mcmmo-^TYitrt now, Parozzi ! you sec 
at least that Flodoardo is no coward. 

-Fa/f<?rii-H^sh, let us "hear the rest. 

Contarino^--Wc stood as if we had been 
petrified ; not a sotil could stir a finger. 
< In the name of the Doge and the repub- 
lic/ cried Flodoardo, * yield yourschcs, 
and deliver your arms.* * The devil shall 
yield iamself sooner than we !' exclaimed 
one of the banditti, and forced a sword 
froTrt one of the ofiicers ; the others snatch- 
ed their muskets frpm the walls ; and as 
for me, my first care was to extinguish 
the lamp so we could not tell friends from 
foes : but still the confounded moonshine 
gleamed thr<>ugh the window-shutters, and 
shed a partial light tliroUgh the room* 

* l^ok to yourself, Conurino I* thought I ; 

* if you are found here you will be hanged 
for company V and I drew my sword and 
made a lunge at Flodoardo : but however 
well intended, my thrust was foiled by his 
sabre, which he whirled round with the 
rapidity of lightning. I fought like a 
madman, but all my skill vas without eF> 
feet on ibis occasion, and before I viras 
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aware of it) Flodoardo ripped open my bo- 
som. I felt myself wounded, and sprang 
back ; s^t that moment two pistols were 
fired, and the flash discovered to me a 
small side door, which they had neglected 
to besei;' through this I stole unperceiv- 
ed into an adjoining chamber, burst open 
the grated window, sprang below unhurt^ 
crossed a court-yard, climbdi over two of 
three garden walls, gained the canal, 
where a gondola very fortunately was 
waiting, persuaded the boatman to con- 
vey me with all speed to the place of St. 
Mark, and thence hastened hither, aston- 
ished to find myself still alive. There is 
an infernal adventure for you I 

iParozzi— I shall go mad 1 

-Fa/im— -Every 4hing we design is 
counteracted i the more trouble we give 
ourselves, the further we are from the 
goal ! 

/Ifirmmo— -I confess it &eem.»to me as if 
heaven gave us warning to desist. How^ 
say you ? 

Con^oriffo—— Pish 1 these are trifles I 
Such accidents should only serve to 
sharpen our wits I the more obstacles I 
encounter, ^he firmer is my resolution to 
surmount them. 

Falieru-^l^o the banditti know you ? 
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Contarino^^^o ; they are not only igno- 
rant of my name, but suppose me an in- 
strument of some powefful man, who has 
been injured by the ducal confederates. 

^^m/wo— Well, Contarino, in my niijid, 
you should thank heaven that you have 
escaped so well ! 

Falieri — But since he is an absolute 
stranger in Venice, how could Flodoardo 
discover the lurking-place of the bandhti? 

Contarino — I know not : probably by 
mere accident like myself. But by the 
Power that made me, he shall pay dearly 
for this wound 1 

Falieri — Flodoardo is rather too hasty 
to make himself remarked. 

Parozzi — Fk doardo must die ! 

Contarino (Filling a goblet)— 'May his 
next cup contain poison I 

Falieri — 1 shall do myself the honor of 
becoming better acquainted with the gen- 
tleman. 

Contarino — Memmo, we must needs 
have full purses, or our business will hang 
on hand wofuUy. When docs your uncle 
take his departure to a better world ? 

Mtmmo — To-morrow evening ! And 
yet ... . Ugh ! I tremble I 
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CHAPTER III. 



More Confusion. 



SINCE Rosabella's birth-day, no wo- 
man in Venice who had the si ig best pre- 
tentions to beauty, or the most remote ex- 
pectations in making^ conquests, had any 
subject of conversation except the hand- 
some Florentine : he found employment 
for every female tongue, and she who dar« 
ed not employ her tongue, made up for 
the privation with her thoughts. Many a 
maid now enjoyed less tranquil slumbers ; 
many an experienced coquette sighed, as 
she laid on the colour at the looking-glass ; 
many a prude forgot the rules which she 
had imposed upon herself, and daily fre- 
quented the gardens and public waks, in 
which report gave her the hope of meet- 
ing Flodoardo. 

But from the time that, placing himself 
at the head of the sbirri, he had dared to 
enter boldly the den of the banditti^ and 
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seize theiB at tlie hazzard of his lite, he 
was scarcely more an object of attention 
among the women, than among the men. 
Greatly did they admire his courage and 
unshaken presence of mind,,wbile engag- 
ed in so dangerous an adventure ; but 
still more were they astonished at his pen- 
etration in discovering where the bravos 
concealed themselves, an attempt which 
had foiled even the Keen wits of the so 
much celebrated police of Venice. 

The Doge Andreas cultivated the ac- 
quaintance of this singular young man 
with increasing assiduity ; and the more 
he conversed with him the i^ore deserv- 
ing of consideration did Flodoardo ap- 
pear. The action by which he had ren- 
dered the republic a service so essential, 
was rewarded by a present that would not 
have disgraced imperial gratitude ; and 
' one of the n^ost important offices in the 
state was confided to his superintendance. 
Both favors were conferred unsolicited ; 
but no sooner was the Florentine apprais- 
ed of the Doge's benevolent care of him» 
than with modesty and respect he request* 
ed to decline the proposed advantages. 
The only favor which he requested was, 
to be permitted to live free and independ- 
ent in Venice during one year, at the end 
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of which time^ promised to name that 
employment which %he estefm#d best 
adapted to hia abilities and inclination. 

Flodoardo was lodged in the magnifi- 
cent palace of his good old patron Lomel- 
lino : here he lived in the closest retire- 
ment, studied the most valuable parts of 
ancient and modem literature, remained 
for whole days together in his own apart- 
menty and was seldom to be seen in pub* 
lie escept upon some great solemnity. 

But the Doge, LomeUino, Manfrone, 
and Conari, men who had establblied the 
fame of Venice on so firm a basis that it 
would require centuries to undeitnine it ; 
men, in whose society one seemed to be 
withdrawn from the circle of ordinary 
mortals, and honored by the intercourse 
of superior beings ; men who had gra- 
ciously received the Florentine stranger 
Mnto their intimacy, and resolved to spare 
no pains in forming him to support the 
character of a great man ; it could not 
long escape the observation of men like 
these, that Flodoardo's gaiety was assum* 
ed, and that a secret sorrow was preying 
on his heart. 

In vain did Lomellino, who loved him 
like a father, endeavor to discover the 
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source of lus melancholy ; in vain did the- 
venerable Doge exert himself to disperse 
the gloom which oppressed his young 
favorite; Flodoardo remained silent and 
sad. 

And Rosabella ? — Rosabella would have 
belied her sex,* had she remained gay 
while Flodoardo sorrowed. Her spirits 
were flown ; her eyes were frequently "Ob- 
scured with tears. Slie grew daily paler 
and paler; till the Doge, who doated on 
hftr, was seriously alarmed for hep health. 
At length Rosabella grew really ill ; a fe* 
vfer fixed itself upon her; she became 
weak, and was confined to her chamber, 
and her complaint baffled the skill of the 
most experienced physicians in Venice. 

In the midst of these unpleasant cir- 
cumstances in which Andreas and his 
friends now found themselves, an incident 
occurred one morning, which raised their 
uneasiness to the highest pitth. Never 
had so bold and audacious an action been 
heard of in Venice^ as that which I am 
now going to relate. ' 

.The four banditti, whom Flodoardo had 
secured, Pietrino, Struzza, Baluzzo and 
Thomaso, had been safely committed to 
the Doge*s dungeons, where they under* 
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went a daily eitamination, and looked up- 
on every sun that rose, as the last that 
would ever rise for them. Andreas and 
his confidential counsellors now fl'attered 
themselves that the public tranquillity had 
nothing more to apprehend, and that Ve- 
nice was completely purified of the mis- 
creants, whom gold could bribe to be the 
instruments of revenge and cruelty . • . 
when all at once the following address 
was discovered affixed to most of the re«^ 
markable statues, and the comers of the 
principle streets, and pillars of the public 
buildings. 

VENETIANS. 

Struzzo, Thomaso, Pietrino, Baluzso, 
and Matteo, five as brave men as the world 
ever produced ; who, had they stood at 
the head of armies, would have been call- 
ed heroes i and now being called banditti^ 
are fallen victims to the injustice of state 
policy ; these men, it is true, exist for you 
no longer : bqt their place is supplied by 
him whose name is affixed to this paper, 
and who will stand by his employers with 
body and with soul \ I laugh at the vigi- 
lance of the Venetian police ; I laugh at 
the crafty and insolent Florentine, whose 

£2 
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hand has dragged my brethren to the rack I 
Let those who need me, seek me ; they 
will find mc every where ! Let those who 
search for mc with the design of deliver- 
ing me up to the law, despair and trem- 
ble ; they will find me no where— But I 
shall find tkem^ and that when they least 
expect me! Venetians, you understand 
me ! Wo to the man who shall attempt 
t© discover me^ his life and death depend 
upon my pleasure. This comes from the 
Venetian bravo, 

AB^LLINO. 

< An hundred sequins,' exclaimed the 
incensed Doge, on reading the paper ; 
' an hundred sequins to him who discovers 
this monster Absellino, and a thousand to 
him who delivers him up to justice.' 

But in vain did spies ransack every 
lurking-place in Venice; no Absellino 
was to be found. In vain did the luxuri- 
ous, the avaricious, and the hungry stretch 
, their wits to the utmost, incited by the 
tempting promise of a thousand sequins. 
Abaellino's prudence set all their ingenu- 
ity at defiance. 

But not the less did every one assert 
that he had recognised Absellino some- 
ttmes- in one disguise, and sometimes 4n 
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another ; as an old man, a g^ondoleer, a 
woman, or a monk. ETcry body had 
seen him somewhere; but unluckily no* 
body could tell where he was to b^ sees 
again. 
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CHAPTER IV* 



The Violet 



I informed my readers, in the beginning 
of the last chapter, that Flodoardo was be- 
conle melancholy-, and that Rosabella was 
indisposed : but I did not tell them what 
had occasioned this suddep change. 

Flodoardo, who, on his first arrival at 
Venice was all gaiety, and the life of eve- 
yxy society in which he mingled, lost his 
spirits on one particular day ; and it so 
happened, that it was on the same day 
that Rosabella betrayed the first symp- 
toms of indisposition. 

For on this unlucky day did the caprice 
of accident, or perhaps the Goddess of 
L6ve (who has her caprices too every now 
and then) conduct Rosabella into her un- 
cle's garden, which none but the Doge*s 
intimate friends were permitted to enter; 
and where the Doge himself frequently 
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reposed in solitude and silence during the 
evening hours of a hot day. 

Rosabella, lost in' thought, wandered, 
listless and unconscious along the broad 
and shady alleys of the garden. Some* 
times in a moment of vexation, she pluck- 
ed the uhofTending leaves from the hedges, 
and strewed them upon the ground ; some- 
times she stopped suddenly, then rushed 
forward with impetuosity, then again stood 
still and gazed upon the clear blue heav- 
en. Sometimes her beautiful bosom was 
agitated with ^ quick and irregular mo- 
tion ; and sometimes an half-supprest sigh 
escaped from her lips of coral. 

* He is very handsome !' she murmur- 
ed and gazed wilh such eagerness on va- 
cancy, as if she saw something there which 

' was hidden from the sight of common ob- 
servers. 

* Yet Camilla is in the right,' she re- 
sumed, after a pause ; and she fiowned 
as if she had said CamiiHi was 4n the 
wrong. 

This Camilla was her governessy her 
friend, her confidant, I may almost say 
her mother. Rosabella had lost her pa- 
rents early i her mother died^ when her 
child could scarcely lisp her name ; and 
her father, C^ruiscardo of Corfu, the com- 
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roander of a Venetian vesseU eight years 
before, had perished in an engagement 
with the Turks» while he was still in the 
* prime of life. Camilla) one of the wor» 
tbiest creatures that ever dignified the 
name of woman, supplied to Rosabella the 
place of mother — brought her up from 
infancy* and was now her best friend, and 
the person to whose ear she confided ail 
her little secrets. 

While Rosabella was stijl buried in her 
own reflections, the excellent Camilla ad- 
. vancect from a side path, and hastened to 
join her pupil. Rosabella started. 

. /?o«a3(-//a— .Ah I dear Camilla, is it 
you ? What brings you hither? 

Camt/to-^You aften <»11 me your guar* 
dian angel, and guardian angels should 
always be near the object of thejr care* 

/2o«ad^//a— Camitla, I have been think* 
ing over your arguments ; I cannot deny 
that ail you have said to me is true, and 
very wise, but still . . • 

Cdmi/Zo— But still, although your .pru* 
dence agrees with me, your heaitls of a 
contrary opinion ? 

Rouabella^^h. is indeed. 

CamiliO'^'Sor do I blame your heart 
for differing from me, my^oor girl I I 
hsve acknowledged to yo« without <Us* 



Dy Google 



i 
THE BBAVO OF VENICE. 1 1 1 

guise, that wtrp I at your time of life, and 
were such a man as Flodoardo to throw 
hiiuself in my way, I could not receive his 
attentions with indifference. It tannot be 
denied, that this young stranger is uncom- 
monly pleasing, and indeed, for any wo- 
man whose heart is disengaged, an un- 
commonly dangervu4 companion. There 
is something very prepossessing in his ap* 
pearance ; his manners are elegant, and 
short aSv has been his abode in Venice, it 
is already past doubting that there are 
many noble and striking f<gatures in his 
character— But alas ! after all, he is but 
a pgoD nobleman, and it is not very proba- 
ble that the rich and powerful Doge of 
Venice will ever bestow his niece on one, 
wIk>, speaking plainly, 4irrived here but 
little better than a beggar. No, no, child, 
believe me ; a romantic adventurer is no 
fit husband for Rosabella of Corfu. 

/?o«a^e//a— '-Dear Camilla, who was 
talking about husbands? What 1 feel for 
Flodoardo is merely affection i friendship 
. • • 

CamiV/a— 'Indeed ? Then you would be, 
perfectly satisfied, should some wealthy 
lady bestow her hand on Flodoardo ? 

Rosabella (Hastily)— —Ob ! Flodoardo 
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would not acctfit her hand, Camilla ; of 
(hat I am sure. 

Camilla — 'Qhild ! child ! you would wil* 
' lingly deceive yoUrself. Bgt be assured 
that a girl who loves, ever connects, per- 
haps unconsciously, the wish for an eter- 
nal unityjt with the idea ol* an eternal affec* 
tion. Now this is a wish which you can- 
not indulge in regard to Flodoardo, with- 
out seriously offending your uncle, who, 
good man as he is, must still submit to the 
severe control of politics and etiquette. 

Ro9abella^-^l know all that, Camilla; 
but can I not make you comprehend that 
Itim not in love witti Flodoardot and do 
not mean to be in love with him. and that 
love has^ nothing to do in this business ? I 
repeat to you, what 1 ft*el for hira is noth- 
ing but sipcere and fervent friendship ; 
and surely Flodoardo deserves that I 
should feel that sentiment for him. De- 
serves it, said I ? Oh! what docs Flodo- 
ardo no^ ^deserve 1 

Catnilla^^ Aye I aye ! friendship indeed 
. . . and love-. .. . Oh ! Rosabella, you- 
know not how often these deceivers bor- 
row each other's mask to ensnare the un- 
suspecting hearts of madens 2 You know 
not how often love finds admission, whea 
wrapt in friendship's cloak, into that bo- 
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sooii which, had he approached under his 
own appearance, would have been closed 
against him forever 1 — In short, my child, 
reflect how much you owe to your uncle ; 
reflect how much uneasiness this inciina* 
tion would cost him ; and sacrifice to du- 
ty what at present is a mere caprice, but 
which, if encouraged, jhight make too 
deep an impression on your heart to be 
aftervrards removed by your best efforts. 

Rombelta — You say right, Camilla; I 
really believe myself that my preposses- 
sion in Flodoardo's favor is merely an ac- 
cidental fancy, of which I shall easily get 
the better. No, no ; I am not in love 
with Flodoardo, of that you may rest as- 
sured ; I even think, that I rather feel an 
antipathy towards him, since you have 
shown me the possibility of his making 
me prove a caus^ of uneasiness to my 
kind, my excellent uncle. 

Camilla (SmUing)— -Are your senti- 
ments of duty and gratitude so very 
strong ? 

Rosabella^^Oh I that they are, Camilla, 
and so you will say yourself hereafter. 
This disagreeable Flodoardo ... to give 
me so much vexation \ 1 wish lie had 
never come to Venice ! I declare I do not 
like him at all ! 
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CamO/o—No? What? Not like Flo. 
doardo i ^ 

l^oMM/a (Casting down her eyea)*-* 
No ; not at all. Not that I wish him ill 
either ; for you know« Camilla, there's no 
reason why I should hdte this poor Flo* 
doardo ? 

CamillO'^WelU we wiH resume this 
subject when I return ; I have business, 
and the gondola waits for me. Farewell 
my child, and do not lay aside your reso* 
lution as hastily as you took it up I 

Camilla departed ; and Rosabella re* 
mained melancholy and uncertain; she 
built castles in the air, and destroyed them 
as soon as built : she formed wishes, and 
condemned herself for having formed 
them ; she looked round her frequently 
in search of something, but dared not con- 
fess to herself what it was of which she 
was in search. 

The evening was sultry, and Rosabella 
was compelled to ahelter herself from the 
overpowering heat. In the garden was a 
small fountain, bordered by a bank of 
moss, over which the magic hands of art 
and nature had formed a canopy of ivy 
and jessamine. Thither she bent her 
steps : she arrived at the fountain . . • and 
instantly drew back, covered with blush* 
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es — ^For on the bank of moss^ shaded by 
the protecting canopy, whose waving blos- 
soms were reflected on the fountain, Fio- 
doardo was seated, and his eyes fixed on 
a roll of parchment* 

Rosabella hesitated whether she should 
retire or stay. Flodoardo started from his 
place apparently in no lesi^ confusion than 
herself, and relieved her from her inde- 
cision, by taking her hand with respect, 
and conducjLing her to the seat, which he 
had just quitted. 

Now then she could not possibly retire 
immediately, unless she meant to violate 
every common principle of good breeding. 

Her hand was still clasped in Flodoar- 
do*s— But it was so natural for him to 
take it, that she could not blsHie^ him for 
having done so. But wjiat was she next 
to do? Draw her hand away? Why 
should she, since he did her hand no harm 
by keeping it, and the keeping it made 
him so happy ? And how could the gen- 
tle Rosabella resolve to commit an act of 
such unheard of cruelty, as wilfully to de- 
prive any one of a pleasure which ipade 
him so happy, and which did herself no 
barm ? 

< Signora,* said Flodoardo, merely for 
the sake of saying son^ething, ^ ypu do 
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well to epjoy the open air ; the evening . 
is be&utifuL* ^ 

( But I interrupt jour studies, my lord !' 
said Rosabella. 

< By no means/ answered Flodoardo ; 
and there this interesting conversation 
came to a full stop. — Both looked down ; 
both examined the heaven and the earth, 
the trees and the flowers, In the hope of 
finding;; some hints for renewing the con- 
versation; but the more anxiously theyl^ 
sought them, the more difficult did it seem 
to find what they sought : and in this pain- 
ful embarrassment did two whole precious 
minutes elapse ! 

N < Ah ! what a bcautifuU flower I* sud- 
denly cried Rasabella, in order to break 
the silence ; then stooped and plucked a 
violet with an appearance of the greatest . 
eagerness ; though in fact, nothing at that ^ 
mortient could have been more a matter 
of indifference. 

' It is.a very beautiful flower, indeed i' 
gravely observed Flodoardo, and was out 
of all patience with himself for having 
made so flat a speech. 

< Nothing can surpass this purple I* con- 
tinued Rosabella ; * red and blue so hap- 
pily blended, that no painter tould pro- 
duce 60 perfect an union !' 
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< Red and blue ! the one the cyinbol of 
happiness the oiher of affection ... Ah I 
Rosabella, how enviable will be that man's 
lot on whom your hand should bestow such 
a flower i Happiness and affection ar)B 
more inseparably united than the red and 
blue which purple that violet I' 

' You seem to attach a value to the 
flower of which it is but little deserving.* 

« Might I but know on wfjom Rosabella 
will one day bestow what that flower ex- 
presses . . . Yet this is a subject which I 
have no right to discuss— I knew not what 
has happened to me to-day ; I make noth- 
ing but blunders and mistakes. Forgive 
my presumption, lady ; I will hazard such 
forward inquiries no more,' 

He was silent : Rosabella was silent al- 
so. All was calm and hushed, except in 
the hearts of the lovers. 

But though they could forbid their lips 
to betray their hidden affection ; though 
Rosabella's tongue said not, * thou art he, 
Flodoardo, on whom this flower should 
be bestowed ;'— though Fiodoardo's words 
had not expressed, * Rosabella, give me 
that violet, and that which it implies ;'— 
Oh I their eyes were far from being si- 
lent. Those treacherous interpreters of 
secret feelings acknowledged more to 
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«ach other than their hearts had yet ac- 
kno>fledged to themselves i 

Flodoardo and Rosabella gazed on each 
' other with looks which made all speech 
unnecessary* Sweet, tender, and enthu- 
siastic was the smile which played round 
Rosabella's lips, when her eyes met those 
of the youth whom she had selected from 
the rest of mankind ; and with ndingled 
emotions of hope and fear did the youth 
study the meaning of that smile. He un- 
derstood it, and his heart beat louder, and 
his eyes flamed brighter. 

Rosabella trembled \ her eyes could no 
longer sustain the fire of his glances, and 
a modest blush overspread her face and 
bosom. 

♦ Rosabella V at length murmured Flo- 
doardo unconscrously. ' Flodoardo !* sigh- 
ed Rosabella in the same tone. 

'Give me that violet!* he exclaimed 
eagerly ; then sank at her feeti and in a 
tone of the most humble supplication re- 
peated — ^ Oh ! give it to me J* 

Rosabella lield the flower fast. 

* Ask for it what thou wilt ; if a'thronc 
can purchase it, I will pay that price, or 
perish ! Rosabella, give me that flower.* 

She %itole one look at the handsome sup- 
pliant, and dared not hascard a second. 
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< My repose, my happiness, my life, nay, 
even my glory, all depend on the posses- 
sion of that little flower ! Let that be 
mine, and here I solemnly renounce all 
else which the world calls precious !* ^ 

The flower trembled in her snowy band; 
her fingers clasped it less firmly. 

( You hear me, Rosabella X I kneel at 
your feet, and am I then in vain a beg- 
gar V 

The word beggar recalled to her mem- 
ory Camilla, and her prudent counsels. 
^ What am I doing V she said to herself; 

< have I forgotten my promise . . . my re> 
solution , . . Fly, Rosabella, fly, or this^ 
hour makes you faithless to yourself and 
duty!' 

She tore the flower to pieces, and threw 
it contemptuously on the ground, 

* I understand you, Flodoardo,' said she ; 

< and having understood you, will never 
suffer this subject to be renewed. Here 
tet us part, and let me not again be of- 
fended by a similar presumption. Fare- 
well !' 

She turned from him with disdain, and 
Itft Flodoardo routed to the place with 
sorrow and astonishment. 
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CHAPTER V. 



The Assassiu. 



SCARCELY had Rosabella reached 
her chamber, ere she Tepcnted her having 
acted so coutageously. It was cruel in 
her, she thought, to have given him so 
harsh an answer 1 She recollected with 
what hopelesK and melancholy looks tiie 
poor thunderstruck youth had , followed 
her steps as she turned to leave him. She 
fancied tliai she saw liim stretched de- 
spairing on the earth, his hair dishevelled, 
his eye> filled with tears. She heard him 
term her the murderess of his repose, 
pray for death as-his only refuge, and she 
saw him with every moment approach to- 
wards the attainment of his prayer, through 
the tears which he had shed on her ac- 
count* Already she heard those dread^ 
ful words— *fiodoardo is no more !' Al- 
ready she saw the sympathising multitude 
weep round the tomb of him, whom all 



Dy Google 



THE BRArVO OF VENICE. 121 



/ 



the virtuous loved, and whom the vricked 
dreaded ; whom all his friends adored, and 
lyhom even his enemies admired. 

< Alas! alas V cried ^he, <this was but 
a wretched attempt to phy the heroine ; 
already does my resolution fail me. Ah I 
Fiodoardo, I meant not what I said ! I 
love you, love you now, and must love 
you always, though Camilla may chide, 
and though my good uncle may hate me.' 

In a few days after this intervieWf she 
. understood that an extraordinary altera* 
tion had taken place in Flodoardo's man- 
ner and appearance; that he had with- 
drawn himself from all general society; 
and that when the solicitations of his inti- 
mate friends compelled him to appear in 
their circle, his spirits seetned evidently 
depressed by the weight of an unconquer- 
able melancholy. 

This intelligence was like the stroke of 
k poniard to the feeling heart of Rosabel- 
la. She fled for shelter to the solitude of 
her chamber, there indulged her feelings 
. without restraint, and lamented with show- 
ers of repentant tears, her har^h treatment 
of Flodoardo. 

The grief whicli preyed in secret on 
her sodI soon underniined her health. 
No x)nc could relieve her sufferings, for 
r 
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110 one knew the cause of her melancholy, 
or the origin of her illness. No wonder 
then that Rosabella's situation at length 
excited the most bitter anxiety in the bo- 
som of her venerable uncle. No wonder, 
too, that Flodoardo entirely withdrew him- 
self from a world which was becooie odi- 
ous to hjm, since Rosabella was to be seen 
in it no longer ; and that he devoted him- 
self in solitude to the indulgence of a pas- 
sion, which he had vainly endeavored to 
subdue ; and which, in the impetuosity d 
its course, had already swallowed up eve- 
ry other wish, and every other sentiment 

But let u^ for a moment turn from the 
sick chamber of Rosabella, and visit the 
dwelling of the conspirators, who were 
now advancing with rapid strides towards 
the execution 6( their plans ; and who, 
with every hour that passed over their 
heads, became more numerous, more pow- 
erful, and more dangerous to Andreas and 
his belpved republic. 

ParosJEi, Memmo, Contarino, and Fa- 
llen (the chiefs of this desperate under- 
taking) now assembled frequently in the 
cardinal Gonzaga's palace, where the dif- 
ferent plans for altering the constitution 
of Venice were brought forward and dis- 
cussed. Butin all these different schemes 
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it was evident that the proposer was sole* 
\y actuated by considerations of private 
Interest. The object of one was to get 
free from the burden of enormous debts ; 
another was willing to sacrifice every 
thing to gratify his inordinate ambition ; 
the cupidity of this man was excited by 
the treasures of Andreas and his friends ; 
while that was actuated by resentment of 
some fancied offence, a resentment which 
could only be quenched by the offender's 
blood. 

These execrable wretches, who aimed 
at nothing less than the total overthrow of 
Venice, or at least of her government, 
lobked towards^ the completion of their 
extravagant expectations with th^ great- 
er confidence, since a new but nelcessary 
addition to the already existing taxes had^ 
put the Venetian populace out of humor^ 
with their rulers. 

Rich enoughs both in adherents and 
wealth, to realise their fearful projects ; 
rich enough in bold, shrewd, desperate 
men whose minds were well adapted to 
the contrivance and execution of revolu- 
tionary proj.ects ; they now looked down 
with contempt on the good old Doge, wha 
as yet discovered no suspicion of the ot>- 
ject of their nocturnal meetings. 
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Slill did they not dare to carry their pro- 
jects intQ effect till some principal persons 
in the slate should be prevented by death 
from throwing obstacles in their way. For 
the accomplishment of this part of their 
plan they relied on tlve daggers of the 
banditti. Dreadful, accordingly^ was the 
^ound in their ears, when the bell gave 
the signal of execution, and they saw their 
best founded hopes expire on the scaffold 
which supported the headless trunks of 
the four bravos. But if their consterna- 
tion was as great at thus losing the des- 
tined instruments of their designs, how 
extravagant was their joy when the proud 
Abaellino dared openly to declare to Ve- 
nice, that he still inhabited the republic, 
and that he slill wore a dagger at the dis- 
posal of vice. 

* This desperado is the very man for 
us 1' they exclaimed unanimously, and in 
rapture; 'and now their most ardent wish 
was to enrol Abaellino in their service. 
^ That object was soon obtained — ihey 
sought the daring ruffian, and he suffered 
himself to be found. He visited their 
meetings, but in his promises and de- 
mands he was equj^ly extravagant. 

Tlie first and most earnest wish of the 
whole conspiracy was the death of Conari, 
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the procurator ; a man whom the Doge 
valued above alt others ; a man whose 
eagle eyes made the conspirators hourly 
tremble tor their secret, and whose ser- 
vices the Doge had accepted, in prefer- 
ence to those of cardinal Gonzaga.— But 
the sum which Abxllino denianded for 
the murder of this one man \^s enor- 
mous. 

' Give me the reward which I require,* 
he said, < and I promise, on the word of a 
man of honor, that after this night the pro- 
curator Conari shall give you no further 
trouble* Exalt him to heaven, or impri- 
son him in hell, Til engage to find and 
stab him/ 

What could they do ? Abaellirio was not 
a man to be easily beat down in his de- 
mands. The cardinal was impatient to 
attain the summit of his wishes; but his 
road lay straight over Conari's grave I 

Abaellino received the sum demanded ; 
the next day the venerable Conari, the 
Doge's best and dearest friend, the pride 
and safeguard of the republic, was no 
longer numbered amon'g the living. 

♦ 'Tis a terrible fellow, this Absllino P ' 
said the conspirators when the news reach- 
ed them, and celebrated the procurator's 
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death in triumph at the cardinal's mid« 
night fea3t. 

The Doge was almost ^distracted with 
terror and astonishment. He engaged to 
give ten thousand sequins to any person 
who should discover by whom Conari had 
been removed from the world. A proc- 
lamation to this effect was published at the 
corner of every street in Venice, and made 
known throughout the territories of the 
republic. A few days after this procla- 
xnatiqn had been made, a paper was dis- 
covered affixed to the principal door of 
the Venetian Signora. 

VENETIANS! 

You would fain know the authdr ai 
Conari's death : to spare you much fruit- 
less trouble, I hereby acknowledge that I» 
Ab^Uino, was his assassin. Twice did I 
bury my dagger in his heart, and then 
sent his body to feed fishes. The Doge 
promises ten thousand sequins to him 
who shall discover Conari's murderer; 
and to him who shall be clever enough to 
seize him, Ab^llino promises twenty — 
Adieii, Signors ; I remain your faithful 
servant, 

ABJBILLINO. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



The two greatest men In Veniee. 



IT must be superfluous to inform my 
i^aders that all Venice became furioua at 
this new insolence. Within the memory 
of man had no. one ever treated with such 
derision the celebrated Venetian police, 
or set the Doge's power at^defiance with 
such proud temerity.* This occurrence 
threw the whole city into confusion ; eve- 
ry one was on the look-out; the paroles 
were iknibled ; the sbirri extented their 
researches on all sides ; yet no one could 
see, or hear, or discover the most distant 
trace of Abxilino. 

The priests in their sermons strove to 
rouse the slumbering vengeance of Hea- 
ven to crush this insolent offender, the la- 
dies were ready to swoon at the veiy name 
of Abaellino, for who could assure them 
that, at some unexpected moment, he 
might not pay them the^ame compliment 
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which'he had paid to Rosabella f As for 
the old women, they unanimously assert- 
ed, that AhsUino had sold himself to the 
Prince of Darkness, "by whose assistance 
he was enabled to sport with the patience 
of all pious Venetians, and deride the im- 
potence of their ju^t indignation. The 
cardinal and his associates were proud of 
their terrible confederate, and looked for- 
ward with confidence to the triumphant 
issue of their undertaking. The deserted 
family of Conari called down curses on 
his murderer's head, and wished that their 
tears- might be turned into a sea of sul- 
phur, in whose waves they might plunge 
the monster Abse)lino : nor did Conari's 
relations feel more grief for his loss than 
the Doge and bis two confidants, who 
swore never to take rest till they had 4is- . 
covered the lurking-place of the ruthless 
assassin, and had punished his crime with 
ten-fold vengeance. 

< Yet, after all,* said Andreas one even- 
ing) as he sat alone in his private cham^ 
ber, ' after all it must be confessed that 

this Abaellino is a singular man He 

who can do what Abaellino has done, must 
possess both such talents and such cour- 
age as (stood he at the head of an army) 
would enable him to conquer half the 
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world !— Would that I could once get a 
sight of him I' 

^ Look up then !' roared Abaellino, and 
clapped the Doge on the. shoulder-— An* 
dreas started from his seat. A colossal 
figure stood before him, wrapt in a dark 
mantle, above which appeared a counte- 
nance so hideous and forbidding, that the 
universe could not have produced itsequal. 

^ Who art thou ?' stammered out the 
Doge. . 

*' Thou seest me, and canst thou doubt I 
Well then, I am Mallinoy the good friend 
of your murdered Conari, and the repub- 
lic's most submissive slave.' 

The brave Andreas, who had never 
treipbled in fight by land or by sea, and 
for whom no danger had possessed ter- 
rors sufficient to shake his undaunted res- 
olution, the brave Alidreas now forj^t for 
a few moments his usual presence of mind. 
Speechless did he gaze on the daring as- 
sassin, who stood before iiim calm and 
haughty, unappalled by the majesty of the 
greatest man in Venice. 

Abaeilino nodded to him with an idr of 
£5imiliar protection, and graciously conde- 
scended to grin upon him with i kind of 
balf friendly smile. 

^Absellino,' at length said the DogCi. 
r2 
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endeavoring to recollect himself^ <tlioti 
art a fearful ... a detestable man V 

< Fearful ?* answered the bravo ; < dost 
thou think me ao ? Good I that glads me 
to my very heart I — Detestable ? l^hat 
may be so, or it may not. I confess the 
sign which I hang out give no great pro- 
mise of go€^ entertainment within ; but 
yet} Andreas, one thing is certain : You 
and I stand on the same line, for at this 
moment we are the two greatest men in 
Venice^ you in your way, / in mine.* 

The Doge could not help smiling at 
the bravo's familiar tone. 

* Nay, nay !' continued Abaellino ; no 
smiles of disbelief, if you please. Allow 
me though a bravo, t6 compare myself to 
a Doge ; truly I think there's no great 
presumption in placing myself on a level 
with a man whom I hold in my power, 
and who therefore is in fact beneath me.' 

The Doge made a movement to leave 
the apartment. * 

* Not so fast,' said Absellino, laughing 
rudely, and he barred the Doge's passage. 
^ Accident seldom unites in so small a 
space as this chamber a pair of such great 
me.p~Stay where 70U are, for I have not 
done with you yet : w^ must have a little 
conversation.' 
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^ Hear me, AbxUioo !* said the Doge, 
mustering up all the dignity which he 
possessed, * thou hast received great tal- 
ents from Nature, why dost thou employ 
them to so little advantage ? I here pro- 
mise you on my most sacred word, pardoa 
for the past, and protection for the future, 
will you but name to me the t illain who 
bribed you to assassinate Conarii abjure 
your bloody trade, and accept an honest 
employment id^ the service of the repub- 
lic. — If this oifer is rejected, at least quit: 
Venice with all speed, or I swear . . .* 

* Ho ! ho !' interrupted Absellino ; <^r- 
don and firotectioriy say you ? It is a long 
time since I thought it worth my while to 
care for such trifles. Abaellino is able to 
protect himself without foreign aid ; and 
as to pardon, mortals cannot give absolu- 
tion for sins like mine. On that day when 
all men must give in a list of their offenc- 
es, then, too, will \ give in mine^ but till 
then never /—You would know the name 
of hini who bribed me to be Conari's mur- 
derer \ Well, well, you shall know it . . • 
but not to-day.— I must quit with all speed 
the Venetian territor) f And wherefore ? 
Through fear of thee \ Ho i ho ! Through 
fear of Venice ?* Ha ! Abaellino fears not 
Venice ; 'tis Venice that fears Absellino 1 
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—You would have roe abjure my profes- 
sion ? — Well, Andreas, there is one con- 
dition, which perhaps ... 

< Name it I' cried the Doge eagerly j 
< will ten thousand sequins purchase your 
departure from the republic ?* 

.< I would gladly give you twice as much 
myself, could yoii recal the insult oif offer- 
ing Abaellino so miseable a bribe !— No, ^ 
Andreas, but one price can pay roe : g^ive 
me your niece for my bnd€ ; I love Rosa- 
bella, the daughter of Guiscard of Corfu. 

* Monster ! — What Ihsolence * . .* 

«Hol ho I— Patience, patience, good 
Uncle that is to be 1 Will you accept my 
terms ?* 

*> Name what sum can satisfy you, and it 
shall be yours this instant, so you will on- 
ly i>elieve Venice from your presence. 
Though it -should cost the republic a miW 
lion she will be a gainer, if her air is no 
Ipnger poisoned by your .breath-* 

' Indeed ? — Why in fact a million is not 
so great a sum ; for look ye, Andreas, I 
have just sold for near half a million, the^ 
lives of your two dear friends, Manfrone 
and Loipellino. Now give me Rosabella 
and I bi^ak the bargain.' 

' Mi&cream ! Has hcajTen no lightning 
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* You will not ? — Then mark roe ! In 
four-and*twenty hours shall Manfrope and 
Loroellino be food for fishes — Absellino 
has said iti Away!' 

And with these words he drew a pistol 
from under his cloak, and flashed it in the 
Doge's face~Blinded by the powder, and 
confused by the unexpected explosion, 
Andreas started back, and sank bewilder- 
ed on a neighboring sofa — But soon re- 
covering from his astonishment, he sprang 
from his seat to summon his guards, in 
order to seize Aba&llino— But Ab^Uino 
had already disappeared. 

On that same evening were Parozzi and 
his confederates assembled in the palaciS 
of the cardinal Gonzaga. The table was 
spread with the most luxurious profusion, 
and they arranged over their flowing gob- 
lets plans for the republic's ruin — The 
cardinal related ho\^ he had of late con- 
trived to insinuate himself into the Doge's 
good graces, 8c had succeeded in impress- 
ing him with an opinion that the chiefs of 
the confederacy were fit men to hold of- 
fices of important trust. Contarino boast- 
ed that he doubted not before long to be 
appointed to the procuratorship. Paroz- 
zi reckoned for hia share on Rosabella's 
hand, and the place «f either Lomellino 
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or Manfrone, when once those two chief 
obstacles to his hopes should be removed. 
Such was the conversation in which they 
were engaged, when the clock^struck the 
hour of twelve, the doors flew wide, and 
Abaellino stood before them i 

« Wine there !* cried he ; * the work is 
done! Manfrone and Lomellino are at 
supper with the worms.' 

All sprang from their seats in rapture 
and astonishment. 

* And I have thrown the Doge himself 
into such a fit of terror, that I warrant 
you he will not recover himself easily. 
Now answer ; are you content with me, 
you bloodhounds ?' 

' Next then for Flodoardo I' shouted Pa- 
rozzi. 

' Flodoardo V muttered. AbaeUino be- 
tween his teeth; <humi hum !-«*that's 
not so easy.' 



END OF BOOK THE S9C0ND> 
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CHAPTER I. 



Tlie Lovers. 



ROSABELLA, the idol of all Venice, 
lay on the bed of sickness; a sorrow, 
whose cause wals carefully concealed from 
every one, undermined her health, and 
destroyed tlie bloom of her beauty. She 
loved the noble Flodoardo ; and who could 
have known Flodoardo and not have loved 
him ?— His majestic stature, his expres« 
sive countenance, his enthusiastic glance, 
his whole being declared aloud— ^ Flodo* 
ardo is Nature's favorite !'— and Rosabel- 
la had always been a great admirer of na- 
ture. 
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But if Rosabella was ill, Flodoardo was 
not much' better. He confined himself to- 
his own apartment ; he shunned society, 
and frequently made long journies to dif- 
ferent cities of the republic, in hopes of 
distracting his thoughts, by change of 
place, from that object, which wherever 
he went, still pursued him. He had now 
been absent for three whole weeks. No 
one knew in what quarter he was wander- 
ing ; and it was during bis absence that 
the so long expected prince of Monaldes- 
chi arrived at Venice, {o claim Rosabella 
as^ his bride. 

His appearance, to which, a month be^ 
fore, Andreas looked forward with pleas- 
ing expectation, now afforded but little 
satisfaction to the Doge. Rosabella was 
too ill to receive her suitor's visits, and he 
did not allow her much time to recover 
her health ; for six days after his arrival 
in Venice, the prince was fpund murder- 
ed in a retired part of one of the public 
gardens. His sword lay by him unsheath- 
ed and bloody ; his tablets were gone, but 
one leaf had been torn from them and 
fastened on his breast.— -It was examined 
and found to contain the following lines 
apparently written in blood : — 
' < Let no one pretend to Rosabella's hand 
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who is not prepared to share the fate of 
Monaldeschi! — ^The bravo Aballino.* 

< Oh ! where shall I iiow fly for com- 
fort, for protecuon l*^ exclaimed the Doge 
in despair, when this dreadful news was 
announced, < Why, why is Flodoardo ab« 
sent V / 

A nxiously did he now desire the youth's 
return^ to support him under the weight 
of these heavy misfortunes ; nor was it 
long before that desire v|fas gratified — 
Flodoardo returned. 

« Welcome, noble youth I' said theX)oge, 
when he saw the Florentine enter his 
apartment ;* you must not. in future de- 
prive me of your presence for so long. I 
am now a poor forsaken old man — You 
have heard that Lomellino . « . that Man- 
frone . . .' 

.< I know all 1' answered Flodoardo, with 
a melancholy air. 

< Satan has bvu*5t his chains, and now 
inhabits Venice under the name of Abael- 
lino, robbing me of all my soul holds most 
precious. Flodoardo, for heaven's love 
be cautious ; often, during your absence, 
have I trembled lest the« miscreant's dag- 
ger should have deprived me of ^ou. I 
have much to say to you, my young friend, 
but I must def^r it till the evening ; a fo- 
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reigner of consequence has appointed this 
hour for an audience, and F must hasten 
to receive him—But in the evening . . .* 

He was tnterpupted by the appearance 
of Rosabella, who^^with tottering st^ps, 
and pale cheeks, advanced slowly into the 
apartment. She saw Flodoar^o, and a 
faint blush overspread her countenance, 
Flodoardo rose from his seat, and wel« 
comed her with an air of distant respect. 

< Do not go yet,* said the Doge ; * per- 
haps in half an hour I may be at liberty-^ 
In the mean while I leave you to enter- 
tain my poor Rosabella : she has been ve- 
ry ill during your absence, and I am still 
uneasy about her health. She ^ept her 
bed till yesterday, and now I am afraid 
she left it too soon.' 

The venerable Doge quitted the apart* 

ment, and the lovers once more found 

-themselves alone^ Rosabella drew near 

the window ; Flodoardo at length ventur- 

' ed to approach it also. 

* Signora,* said he, * arc you still angry 
with me V 

* I am not angry with you,' stammered 
out Rosabella, and blushed as she recol- 
lected the garden scene. 

* And have you guitejforgiven my trans- 
gression^ 
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< Your transgression ?' repeated Rosa- 
bella with a faint smile ; * yes ; if it was a 
transgression, J have guUe forgiven it. 
Dying people ought to pardon those who 
have trespassed against them, in order 
that they, in their turn, may be pardoned 
their trespasses against heaven— and / 
am dying ; I feel it I' ^ 

« Signora i* 

* Nay, 'tis past a doubt— It's true I have 
quitted my sick bed since yesterday ; but 
1 know well that 1 am soon to return to it, 
never to leave it more. And therefore . . . 
therefore I now, ask your pardon, Signor, 
for the vexation which I was obliged to 
cause you the last time we met.' 

Flodoardo replied not. 

« Will you not forgive me ? Surely 

you must be very difficult to appease . . . 
very revengeful T 

Flodoardo fixed his eyes on her counte- 
nance with a melancholy smile— Rosabel- 
la extended her hand towards him — 

•Will you refuse my offered hand? 
Shall all be forgotten ?' 

•Forgotten, lady? Never I never! — 
Every word and look of yours is stamped 
on my memory, never to be effaced. I 
cannot forget a transaction in which you 
bore a pan ; I cannot forget the scene 
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that passed between us, every circum- 
stance is too precious and sacred — As to 
pardon . . . .—He took her extended hand, 
and pressed it respectfully to his lips — ^ I 
would to heaveny dear lady, that you had 
injured me much, that I might have much 
to forgive you— Alas ! I have at present 
nothing to pardon. 

Both wejre now silent ; at length Rosa* 
bella resumed the conversation by say- 
ings — ^*You were long absent from Ve- 
nice ; did you travel far V 

* I did.' 

« And you received much pleasure from 
your journey ?* 

' * Much ; for every where I heard the 
praises of Rosabella/ 

< Count Flodoardo,' said Rosabella^ in- 
terrupting him with a look of reprehen- 
sion, but still in a gentle voice, < would 
you again offend me V 

' That will soon be out of my power- 
perhaps you can guess what are at present 
my intentions/ 

* To resume your travels soon ?* 

*■ Exactly so ; and the next time that I 
leave Venice, I shall return to it no more.* 

« No more l* she repeated eagerly ; *Oh I 
not so, Fk>doardol Ah! can you leave 
me ?— She stopped, ashamed of her ira- 
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prudence— .< Can you leave my uncle, I 
meant to f^y I You do but jest, I doubt 
not V 

« By my honor, lady, I never was more 
in earnest* 

• And whither, then, do you mean to 
direct your course V 

^ To Malta, to assist the knights in their 
attack upon the corsairs of Barhary. Pro- 
vidence may perliaps enable me to obtain 
the command of a galley ; then will I call 
my vessel ' Rosabella ;'-— then shall the 
war-cry be still * Rosabella ;' that name 
alone will render me invincible I* 

« Oh 1 this is mockery, count, I have - 
not deserved that you should sports with 
my feelings so cruelly.' 

« It is to sfiare your feelings, Signora, 
that I am now resolved to fly from Ve- 
nice ; my presence might cause you somo 
uneasy moments. I am not the happy 
man whose sight is destined to give you 
pleasure ; I will at least avoid giving you 
pain V 

* And you really can resolve to abandon 
the Doge, whose esteem for you is so sin- 
cere, wliose friendship has always been 
so warm ?' - 

-' * I value his friendship hig)ily ; but it is 
not sufficient to make me happy— -and ^ 
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could he lay kingdoms at my feet, still 
would his friendship be insiidicrent to 
make me happy,' 

' Does then your happiness require so 
much ?' 

( It does ; much more than I have men- 
tioned, infinitely more I But one boon can 
make me happy — I have begged for it 
upon my knees.' — He caught her hand, 
and pressed it eagerly to his lips-—* I have 
begged^ for it) Rosabella, . . . and my suit 
has been rejected !' 

-< You are a strange enthusiast I' she said 
with difBculty, and scarcely knew what 
she said ; while Fiodoardo drew her gent- 
ly nearer to hind, and murmured in a sup- 
plicating voice, * Rosabella 1' 

' What would you of me ?* 

« My happiness !' 

She gazed upon him for a moment un- 
decided, then hastily drew away her hand, 
. and exclaimed — * Leave me this moment, 
I command you ! Leave me, for Heaven's 
sake !• 

Fiodoardo clasped his hands together 
in despair and anguish — he bowed his 
head in token of obedience ; he left her 
with slow st^ns and a melancholy air, and 
as he past the threshold, turned to bid he& 
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farewell forever. Suddenly she rushed 
towards iiim, caught his hand> and press- 
ed it to her heart. 

< Flodoardo V she cried, * I am thine !' 
and sank motionless at his feet. 
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CHAPTER n. 



The Dangerous Promise. 



AND now who was so blessed as the 
fortunate Flodoai*do? The victory was 
his own; he had heard the wished-for 
sentence pronounced by the lips of Rosa- 
bella — He raised her from the ground^ 
and placed her on a sofa. Her blue eyes 
soon unclosed themselves once more, and 
the first object which they beheld was 
Flodoardo kneeling at iier feet, while 
with one arm he encircled her waist. Her 
head sank upon the shoulder of the man 
for whom she had wept so many tears, 
for whom she had breathed so many sighs, 
who had occupied so many of her thoughts 
by day, who had been present in so many 
of her dreams by night. , 

As they gazed in silent rapture on each 
other, th^y Jfiargot that they were mortals : 
they seeme^to be transported to a happi- 
er, better world. Rosabella thought that 
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the chamber in which she sftt was trans- 
formed into an earthly paradi^^ invisible 
seraphs seemed to hallow by then* pro- 
tecting presence the indulgence of her 
innocent affection ; and she poured forth 
her secret thanks to Him who had given 
her an heart susceptible of love. ~ 

Through the whole course of man's ex- 
istence such a moment as this occurs but 
once. Happy is be who sighs for hs ar- 
rival ; happy is he who when it arrives 
has a soul worthy of its enjoyment ; hap- 
py is even he for whom that moment has 
long been past — so it passed not unenjoy- 
ed ; for the recollection of it still is pre- 
cious. Sage philosophers, in vain do you 
assure us that the raptures of a moment 
like this are mere illusions of a heated 
imagination, scarcely more solid than an 
enchanting dream, which fades before the 
sunbeams of truth and reason. Alasl 
does there exist any happiness under the 
moon which owes not its charms in some 
degree to the magic of imagination ? 

« You are dear to me, Fiodoardo I* mur- 
mured Rosabella; for Camilla and her 
counsels were quite forgotten j *oh I you 
arc very, very dear •' 

The youth only thanked her by clasp- 
ing her siill closer to his bosom,*" while, 



Dy Google 



146 THE BRAVO OF VENICE. 

for the first time, he sealed her coral lips 
with his 0'"n. 

At that r.oment the door was suddenly 
thrown open ; the Doge Andreas re-en- 
tered the apartment ; the expected stran- 
ger had been suddenly taken ill, and An- 
dreas was no sooner at liberty tlian he 
hastened to rejoin his favorite. The rust- 
linj5 of his ^rra^nls roused the lovers 
from their dream of bliss. Rosabella 
started from Flodoardo's embrace with a 
cry of terror ; Flodoardo quitted his kneel- 
ing posture, yet seemed by no means dis* 
concerted at the discovery. 

Andreas gazed upon them for some 
minutes, with a look which expressed at 
once anger, melancholy, and the most 
heart-felt disappointment. He sighed 
deeply, cast his eyes towards Heaven, and 
in slence turned to leave tiie apartment 

* Slay yet one moment, noble Andreas,' 
cried the Florentine. 

The Doge turned, and Flodoardo threw 
himself at his feet. Andreas looked down 
with calm and serious dignity on the 
kneeling offender, by whom his friend- 
ship had been so unworthily rewarded, 
and by whom his confidence had been so 
cruelly betrayed. 

< Young man/ said he in a stern voice, 
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* the attempt ta excuse yourself must be 
fruitless/ 

< Excuse myself I* interrupted Flodoar* 
do, boldly ; « no, my lord, I need no ex- 
cuses for lovini; Rosabella: 'twere for 
him to excuse himself who had seen Ro« 
sabella, and not loved her^-yet if it is 
indeed a crime in me that I adore Rosa- 
bella . . . 'tis a crime of which Heaven it* 
self will absolve me, since it formed Ro- 
sabella so worthy to be adored I' 

< You seem to lay too much stress on 
this fantastic apology,' answered the Doge 
contemptuously ; * at least, you cannot 
expect that it should have much weight 
with me.* 

* I say it once more, my lord,' resumed 
Flodoardo, while he rose from the ground, 
^ that I intend no apology. I mean not to 
excuse tny love for Rosabella, but to re« 
quest your approbation of that love. An* 
dreas, i adore your niece ; I demand her 
for .my bride!' 

The Doge started with astonishment at 
this bold and unexpected request. 

< It is true,' continued the Florentine, 
H am no more than a needy, unknown 
youth, and it seems a piece of strange te- 
merity when such a man proposes himself 
to espouse the heiress of the Venetian 
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Doge* But, by heaven I am confident 
that the gjreat Andreas means not to be- 
stow his Rosabella on one of those whose 
claims lo favor are overflowing coffers, 
extensive territories, and, sounding titles, 
or who vainly decorate their insignificance 
with the glory obtained by their ancestors ; 
glory of which they are then^selves inca- 
pable of acquiring a sint»;le ray. I ac- 
knowledge freely that 1 have as yet per- 
formed no actions which make me deserv- 
ing of such a reward as Rosabella 1 but 
it shall not be long ere 1 will perform such 
actions, or perish in the attempt.* 

The Doge turned from him with a look 
of displeasure. 

* Oh ! be not incensed with him, dear 
uncle I' said Rosabella: she hastened to 
detain the Doge, threw her white arms 
round his neck fondly, and concealed in 
his bosom the tears which bedewed her 
countenance. 

< Make your demands I* continued Flo- 
doardo, still addressing himself to the 
Doge ; * say what you wish me to do, and 
what you would have me become, in or- 
der to obtain from you the hand of Rosa- 
bella. Ask what you will, I will look on 
the task, however difficult, as nothing 
more than sport and pasiiiile. By heaven, 
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I would that Venice were at this moment 
exposed to the most imminent danger^ 
and that ten thousand xlaggers were un- 
sheathed against your life ; Rosabella my 
reward, how certajn should I be of rescu* 
ing Venice, and strike the ten thousand- 
daggers down.' 

* I have served the republic faithfully 
and fervently for many a long year,' said 
Andreas with a bitter smile ; * I have risk- 
ed my life without hesitation ; I have shed 
my blood with profusion ! I asked nothing 
for my reward but to pass my old age in 
soft tranquillity, and of this reward have I 
been cheated. My bosom friends, the 
companions of my youth, the confidants 
of my age, have been torn from me by 
daggers of banditti — and you, Flodoardo^ 
you on whom I heaped all favors, have 
DOW sought to deprive me of this my last 
remaining comfort — Answer me, Rosa- 
bella, hast thou in truth bestowed thy vir* 
gin heart on Flodoardo irrevocably ?* 

One of Rosabella's hands still rested on 
her uncle's shoulder ; with the other she 
clasped Flodoardo's^ and pressed it fondly 
against her heart— Yet Flodoardo seem- 
ed still unsatisfied. No sooner had the 
Doge's question struck his ear than his 
countenance became dejected ; and tho* 



3y Google 



1 5,0 THE BRAVO OF VENICE. 

his hand returned the pre&sure of Rosa- 
bella's, he shook his head mournfully, 
vith a doubting air, and cast on her a 
look as if he would have penetrated the 
secrets of her inmost soUl. 

Andreas withdrew himself gently from 
Rosabella's arms, and for sometime paced 
the apartment slowly, with a countenance 
sad and earnest. Rosabella sank upon a 
sofa which stood near her and wept. Flo* 
doardo eyed the Doge, and waited for bis 
decision with impatience. 

Thus passed some minutes. An awful 
silence reigned through the chamber; 
Andreas seemed to be laboring witlt^som€ 
resolution of dreadful importance. The 
lovers wished, yet dreaded the conclusion 
of tbe scene, and with every moment their 
anxiety became more painful. 

« Flodoardo !* at length said the Doge, 
and suddenly stood still in the middle of 
the chamber. Flodoardo advanced with 
a respectful air— > Young man,' he con- 
tinued, < I am at length resolved ; Rosa* 
bella loves you, nor will I oppose the de- 
cision of her heart ; but Rosabella is much 
too precious to admit of my bestowing her 
on the first who thinks fit to demand her-^ 
the man to whom I give her, must be 
worthy such a gift: she must be the re- 
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ward of his services, nor can he do ser- 
vices so great that such a reward will not 
overpay them. Your claim on the repub- 
lic's gratitude are as yet but trifling ; an 
opportunity ndw offers of rendering us an 
essential service — The murderer of Con- 
arit Manfrone and Lomellino. . . Go bring 
him hither ! — Alive or dead, thou n)ust 
bring to this palace the terrible banditti- 
king, AbaUino !* * 

At this unexpected conclusion of a 
speech, on which his happiness or despair 
depended, Flodoardo started back; the 
color fled from his cheeks. 

« My noble lord !' he said at length, hes- 
itating ; < you know well that . . .* v 

« I know well,' interrupted AndreaSi 
« how difficult a task I enjoin, when I re- 
quire the deliTcry of Abaellino. For tnf» 
self J swear, that I rather a thousand 
times force my passage with a single res- 
sel through the whole Turkish fleet, and 
carry ofl* the Admiral's ship from the 
midst of them, than attempt to seize this 
Abaellino, who seems to have entered in- 
to a compact with Lucifer himself: who is 
found every where and no where ; whom 
so many have seen, but whom no one 
knows: whose cautious subtilty has bro't 
to shame the vigilance of our State Inqui* 
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siUtfs, of the College of Ten, and of all 
those legionS) of spies and sbirri ; whose 
very name strikes terror into the hearts 
of the bravest Venetians, and from whose 
daggers I myself am not safe. upon my 
throne! I know well, Flodoardo, how 
much I ask ; but I know also how much 
I proffer.— You seem irresolute? — You 
are silent— Flodoardo I have long watch- 
ed you with attention ; I have discovered 
in you marks of superior genius, and there- 
fore I am induced to make such an im« 
portant demand. If any one is able to 
cope with AbxUino, thou art the man — 
I wait your answer.' 

Flodoardo paced the chamber in silence. 
Dreadful was the enterprise proposed; 
wo to him should AbaelUno discover his 
purpose !— -but Rosabella was the reward I 
He cast a look on the beloved one, and 
resolved to risk every thing. 

He advanced towards the Doge. 

^«c?rea«— Now then, Flodoardo, your 
resolution ? 

Flodoardo — Should I deliver Absellino 
into your power, do you solemnly swear 
that Rosabella shall be my bride ? 

./fwc?rtfa«— She shall I jind not tUl then. 
N Rosabella — Ah ! Flodoardo, I fear this, 
undertaking will end fatally. Ab^llino is 



Dy Google 



THE BRAVO OF VENICE. 153 

90 crafty ... so terrible ... Oh ! look well 
to yourself, for should you meet with this 
detestable monster, whose dagger ... 

i^/orfoarrfo— (Interrupting her hastily) 
Oh I silence, Rosabella ! At least allow 
me to hope ! Noble Andreas give me 
your hand, and fledge your princely word 
that Absellino once in your power, noth* 
ing shall prevent'me from being RosabeK 
ia's husband. 

jindreaa — I swear it ; deliver into mf 
power, either alive or dead, this most dan- 
gerous foe of Venice, and nothing shall 
prevent Rosabella from being your wife. 
In pledge of which 1 here give you my 
princely hand. 

Flodoardo grasped the Doge's hand in 
silence, and shook it thrice. He turned 
lo Rosabella, and seemed on the point of 
addressing her, when he suddenly turned 
away, struck his forehead, and measured 
the apaitment with disordered and un- 
steady steps. The clock in the tower of 
St. Mark's church at that moment struck 

♦Time flics!' cried Flodoardo; 'no 
cnore delay then. In four-and-twehty 
hours will I produce in this very palace 
this dreaded bravo, Absellino.' 

Andreas shook hb head—' Young man J 
o2 
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he satjd, * be less confident in your pro« 
mises; I shall have more faith in your 
performances.* 

Flodeardo (Serious and firm) Let 

things terminate as they man, either I 
will keep my word, or will never again 
cross the threshold of your palace — I have 
discovered some traces of the miscreant, 
and I mist that I shall amuse you to-mor- 
row, at this time and in this place, wUh 
the representation of a comedy ; but if it 
should prove a tragedy instead, God's will 
be done. 

Andreas — Remember, that too much 
haste is dangerous ; rashness will destroy 
even the frail hopes of success, which you 
may reasonably indulge at present. 

Flodoardo — Rashness, my lord ? He 
who has lived as / have lived, and suffer- 
ed what I have suffered, must have been 
long since cured of rashness. 

Rosabella — (Taking his hand) Yet be 
not too confident of your own strength, I 
beseech you I Dear Flodoardo, n>y uncle 
loves you, and his advice is wise ! Beware 
of Abaellino's dagger 1 

Flodoardo^-^Tbe best way to escape his 
dagger is not to allow him lime to use it : 
within four-and-iwenly hours must the 
deed be done, or never.^ — Now then, illus- 
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trious Prince, I take my leave of you ; to- 
morrow I doubt not to convince you that 
notliing is too much for love to venture. 

jindreaa-^Ri^hi ; to venture ; but to 
achieve P 

FlodoardO'^Mi I that must depend . • . 
-^He paused suddenly ; again bis eyes 
were fastened eagerly on those of Rosa* 
bella ; and it was evident that with eve* 
ry moment bis uneasines acquired fresh 
strength — He resumed his discourse to 
tl>6 Doge, with a movement of impatience. 

* Noble Andreas,' said he, ^ do not make 
me dispirited ;— rather let me try whether 
I cannot inspire you with more confidence 
of my success. I must first request you 
to order a splendid entertainment to be 
prepared. At this hour in the afternoon 
of to-morrow let me find all the principal 
persons in Venice, both men and women, 
assembled in this chamber ; for should my 
hopes be realised, I would willingly have 
spectators of my triumph. Particularly, 
let the ^nerable members of the College 
of Ten be invited, in order that they may 
at last be brought ftce to fac^ with this 
terrible Abaeiiino, against whom they have 
so long been engaged in fruitless warfare. 

vi»(irra«— (After eyeing him sometime 
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with a look of V;iingled surprise and un- 
certainty) They shall be present. 

Flodoardo — I understood also, that since 
Conari'ft death, you have been reconciled 
to the cardinal Gonzaga ; and he has con« 
vinced you how unjust were the preju- 
dices with which Conari had inspired you 
against the counts Parozzt, Contarinoi and 
the rest of that sibciety — During my late 
excursion I have heard much in praise of 
these young men, and therefore I wish to 
show myself to them in a favorable light— 
If you have no objection, let me beg you 
10 invite them alsa 

Andreas'^Yow shall be gratified. 

Flodoardo — One thing more which had 
nearly escaped my memory. — Let no one 
know the motive of this entertainment, till 
the whole company is assembled. Theit 
let guards be placed around the palace, 
and indeed it may be as well to place them 
even before the doors of the saloon ; for 
in truth this Absellino is such a desperate 
villain, that too many precautions cannot^ 
be taken against him. The sentinels' 
must have their pieces loaded ; and above 
all things, they must be strictly charged, 
on pain of death, to let every one enUTy 
but no one quit the chamber. 
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jindrea8*^A\\ these things shall be done 
as you wish. 

Flodoardo — I have nothing more to say 
—Noble Andreas, farewell. Rosabella 
.... to-morrow, when the clock strikes 
^v<r, we shall meet again, or never i 

He said, and rushed out of the apart- 
ment— -Andreas shook bis head incredu- 
lously ; while Rosabella sunk upon her 
uncle's bosom weeping bitterly. 
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CHAPTER III. 



The Midoight Meetiog. 



< VICTORY I* shouted Parozzi, as he 
rushed into the pardi'nal Gonzaga's cbain« 
ber, where the chief conspirators were all 
assembled ; < our work goes on bravely ! 
Flodoardo returned this morning to Ve- 
nice, and AbaelUno has already received 
the required sura.' 

Gonzaj'a— ^Flodoardo does not want tal- 
ents ; I had rather he should live and join 
our party. He is seldona off his guard . . • 

Parozzi— Such vagabonds may well be 
cautious ; they must not forget themselves 
who have so much to conceal from others. 

Falieri — Rosabella, as I understand, by 
no means sees this Florentine witb unfa- 
vorable eyes. 

Parozzi — Oh ! wait till to-morrow, and 
then he may make love to the devil and 
his grandmother, if he likes it ; Abssllino 
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by that time will have rung his neck 
round, that I warrant you I 

CoTi/anrao— -It is strange, that in spite 
of all inquiries I can learn but little at 
Florence respecting this Flodoardo. My 
letters inform me that sometime ago there 
did exist a family of that name ; but it has 
been long extinct, or if any of their de- 
scendants are still in being at Florence, 
their existence is quite a secret. 

Gowzfl^a— Are you ail invited to the 
Doge's to morrow I 

Cowranwo— Ail of us without exception. 

Gonzaga — That is well : it seems that 
my rpconimendationa have obtained some 
weight with him, since his triumvirate has 
been removed. And in the evening a 
masked ball is to be given ; did not the 
Doge's chamberlain say so ? 

Falieri^^Ht did. 

Memmo — 1 only hope there's no trick 
in all this. If he should have got a hint 
of our conspiracy . • . Mercy on us, my 
teeth chatter at the ihought.- 

Go^iza^a— Absurd I By what means 
should our designs have been made known 
to him ? The thing is impossible I 

Memmo — Impossible? What! When 
there's scarce a cut-purse, house breaker, 
or vagabond, in Venice who has not been 
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enlisted in our service, would it be fto 
strange if the Doge discovered a little of 
the business f A secret which is known 
to so manyr, how should it escape his pen- 
etration ? 

Contarino — Simpleton ! The same thing 
occurs to him which happens t6 betrayed 
husbands : every one can see the horns 
except the very man who carries them. 
And yet I must confess it is full time that 
we should realise our projects and pre^ 
vent the possibility of being betra3fedi' 

/^a/f'en'— You are right, friend ; cvcry^ 
thing is ready, and now the sooner the 
blow is struck the better. 

Pttrozr/--Nay, the discontented pdpu* 
lace, which at present sides with us, would 
be perfectly well pleased if the sport be- 
gan this very night ; delay the business 
longer, and their anger against Andreas 
will cool, and render them unfit for our 
purposes. 

Co/i/anwo— »-Then let us decide the 
game at once ; be to-morrow the impor- 
tant day ! Leave the Doge to my dispo- 
sal; ril at least engage to bury my pon- 
iard in his heart, and then let the business 
end as it may, one of two things must hap- 
pen j eiiher we shall rescue ourselves 
from all trouble and vexation, by throwing 
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every thing into uproar and confusion} or 
else we shall sail with* a full wind from 
this cursed world to another. 

Parozzi*-Mark me» friends ; we must 
go armed to the Doge's entertainment. 

Gonzajro— All the members of the Col- 
lege of Ten have been particularly invit- 
ed • . • • 

FalUri — Down with every man of them! 

Memmo — Aye, aye ! Fine talking I but 
suppose it should turn out to be down 
with ouraelvea. 

jPa/i>ri— Thou white livered wretch I 
Stay at home then, and take care of your 
worthless existence — But if our attempt 
succeeds, come not to us to reimburse 
you for the sums which you have already 
advanced. Not a sequin shall be paid 
you back, depend on't. 

MemmO'^YoM wrong me, Falieri; if 
you wish to prove my courage, draw your 
sword, and measure it against mine ! I 
am as brave as yourself; but, thank hea- 
ven, I am not quite so hot headed. 

GoTiza^a— Nay, even suppose that the 
event should not answer our expectations ; 
Andreas once dead, let the populace storm 
if it pleases ; the protection of his Uoli* 
ness will sanction our proceedings. 
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Memmo^^The Pope ? May we count 
on his protection ? * 

Gonzaga .(Throwing him a letter)— 
Read there unbeliever ! X^e Pope, I tell 
you, must protect us, since one of our ob- 
jects is professed to be the assertion of 
the rights of St- Peter's Chair in Venice. 
Pr'ythee, Memroo, tease us no more with 
such doubts, but let Contarino's proposal 
be adopted at once. Our confederates 
must be summoned to Parozzfs palace 
with aU diligence, and there furnished 
with such weapons as are necessary. Let 
the stroke 6f midnight be the signal for 
Contarino's quitting the ball-room, and 
hastening to seize the arsenal : Salvitia, 
who commands there, is in our interest, 
and will throw open the gates at the first 
summons. 

/^a/i^-^The admiral Adorno, as soon 
as he hears the alarm-bell, will immedi* 
ately lead his people to our assistance. 

Parozzi''-^Oh \ our success is certain 1 

Contarino — Only let us take care to 
make the confuions as general as possi- 
ble ; our adversaries must be kept in the 
dark who are their friends and )vho are 
their foes ; and all but our own party must 
be left ignorant as to the ^uthors^ origin^ 
and the object of the uproar* 
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Parozzi. By heaven, I am delighted at 
' finding the business at length so near the 
moment of execution I 

F&lieri. Parozzi have you distributed 
the white ribands by which we are to re- 
cognise our partisans ? 

ParozzU That was done some days 
mgo. 

Contarino, Then there is no more ne- 
cessary to be said on the subject. Com- 
rades, fill your goblets! We will not 
meet again together till cur work has 
been completed. 

Memmo. And yet methinks it would 
not be unwise to consider the matter over, 
again coolly. , 

Contarino. Psha ! consideration and 
prudence have nothing to do with a rebel- 
lion : despair and rashness in this case 
are better counsellors. The work once 
begun, the constitution of Venice once 
boldly overturned, so that noone can tell 
.who is master and who is subject, then 
consideration will be of service in instruct- 
ing us how far it may be necessary for 
our interests to push the confusion.^ Come 
friends ! fil^ fill, I say I I cannot help 
laughing when I reflect that, by giving 
this entertainment to-morrow, 'the Doge 
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himself kindly affords us an opportunity 
of executing our plans I 

Parozzi. As to Flodoardo, I look up* 
on him as already in his grave ; yet be* 
fore we go to-morrow to the Doge's it 
will be as well to have a conference witb 
Abaeliino. 

Contarino, That care we will leave to 
you Parozzi, and in the meanwhile, here's 
the health of Absellino I 

ML Absellino 1 

Gonzaga. And success to our enter- 
prise to-morrow. 

Memmo. I'll drink that toast with all 
my heart. 

ML Success to to-morrow's enterprise ! 

Parozzi, The wine tastes well, and 
every face looks gay. Pass eight-and-for- 
ty hours .... and shall we look as gaily ? 
We separate smiling ; shall we when two 
nights hence we meet again ?<— No mat- 
ter ! 
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CHAPTER IV. 



The decisive Day. 



THE next morning every thing in Ve- 
nice seemed as tranquil as if nothing more 
than ordinary was on the point of taking 
place ; and yet since her first foundation, 
never had a more important day arose on 
the republic. 

The inhabitants of the ducal palace 
were in'motion early. The impatient An- 
dreas forsook the couch on which he had 
passed a sleepless and anxious night, as 
soon as the first sunbeams penetrated 
through the lattice of his chamber, Ro- 
sabella had employed the hours of rest in 
dreams of Flodoardo, and she still seemed 
to be dreaming of him, even after sleep 
was fled. Camilla's love for her fair pupil 
had broken her repose : she loved Rosa- 
bella as if she bad been her daughter, and 
was aware that on this interesting day de- 
pended the lovesick girl's whole future 
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happiness. For sometime Rosabella was 
unusually gay ; she sang to her harp the 
most lively airs and jested with Camilla 
for looking so serious and so uneasy ; but 
when mid-day approached, her spirits be- 
gan to forsake her. She quitted her in- 
strument, and paced the chamber with 
unsteady steps. With every succeeding 
hour her heart palpitated with greater 
pain and violence, and she trembled in 
expectation of the scene which was soon 
to take place. 

The most illustrious persons. in Venice 
already filled her uncle's palace ; the af- 
ternoon so much dreaded, arid yet so much 
desired, was come ; and the Doge now 
desired Camilla to conduct his niece to 
the great Saloon, where she was expected 
with impatience by all those who were of 
the most consequence in the republic. 

Rosabella sank on her knees before a 
statue of the Virgin. ' Blessed lady,' she 
exclaimed with lifted hands, < have mercy 
on me ! Let all to-day end well !* 

Pale as death did she enter the cham- 
ber, in which, on the day before, she had 
acknowledged her love for Flodoardo, and 
Flodoardo had sworn to risk his life lo ob- 
tain her. .He was not yet arrived. 

The assembly was brilliant, the conver- 
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sation was gay. They talked over the 
politics of the day^ and discussed tiie vari- 
ous occurrences in £uro|)e. The cardi- 
nal and Contarino were engaged in a con- 
ference with the Doge, while Memmo, 
Parozzi and Falieri stood silent together, 
and resolved the projects whose executbn 
was to take place at midnight. 

The weather was dark and tempestu* 
ous. The wind roared among the waters 
of the canals, and the vanes of the palace 
towers creaked shrilly and discordantly. 
One storm of rain followed hard upon an- 
other. 

The clock struck four. The checks of 
Rosabella, if possible, became paler than 
before. Andreas whispered sontething to 
his chamberlain. In a few minutes the 
tread of armed men seemed approaching 
the door of the saloon, and soon after the 
clattering of weapons was heard. 

Instantly a sudden silence reigned thro' 
the whole assembly. The young cour- 
tiers broke ofi their love speeches abrupt- 
ly, and the ladies stopped in their criti- 
cisms upon the last new fashions. The 
statesmen dropped their political discus- 
sions, and gazed on each other in silence 
and anxiety. 

The Doge advanced slowly into tlie 
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midst of the assembly. Every eye was 
fixed upon him. The hearts of the con- 
spitators beat painfully. 

' Be not surprised, my friends,' said An- 
dreas, * at these unusual precautions ; they 
relate to nothing which need interfere 
with the pleasures of this society. You 
have all heard but too much of the bravo 
Abaeilino, the murderer of the procurator 
Conari» and of my faithful, counsellors 
Manfrone and Lomellino, and to whose 
dagger my illustrious guest, the prince of 
Monaldeschi has but lately fallen a victim. 
The miscreant, the object of aversion to 
every honest man in Venice, to whom 
nothing is sacred or venerable, and who 
has hitherto set at defiance the whole ven- 
geance of the republic, before another 
hpur expires, perhaps this outcast of hell 
may stand before you in this very saloon. 

All — (Astonished) Abaeilino I what? the 
bravo Abaeilino? 

Gonzaga — Of his own accord ? 

^nafr^^tf «— No ; not of his own accord, 
truly ; but Flodoai*do of Florence has un- 
dertaken to render this important service 
to the republic, to seize Abaeilino, cost 
what it may, and conduct him hither at 
the risk of his life. 

A 5<?na/or— pThe engagement will be 
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difficult to fulfil ! I doubt much Flodoar- 
do's keeping his promise. 

^«o///^— But if he should perform it, 
the obligation which Flodoardo will lay 
upon the republic will not be trifling. 

ji third — Nay, we shall be all his debt- 
ors, nor do I know- how we can reward 
Flodoardo for so important a service. , 

^7ze/r^a£-.Be that my task. Flodoardo' 
has demanded my niece in marriage ; if 
he perfofm his promise, Rosabella shall 
be his reward. 

All gazed on each other in silence, some 
with looks expressing the most heartfelt 
satisfaction, and others with glances of en- 
vy and surprise. 

J^alieri — (In a low voice) Parozzi how 
will this end? 

Memmo — As I live, the very idea makes 
me shake as if I had a fever. 

Parozzi (Smiling contemptuously) 

li*s very likely that Abaellino should suf- 
fer himself to be caught I 

Contarinrj — Pray inform me, Signors, 
have any of you ever met this Abaellino 
face to face ? 

Several noblemen at once — Not I ! Ne- 
ver! 

ji Senator*^HQ is a kind of spectre. 
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whq, only appears now and then, when he 
is least eicpected atnl desired. 

Ro9aMla^^\ saw him once 1 ' Never 
shall I forget the monster I 

Andreas — And my interview with him 
is too well known to make it needful for 
me to relate it. 

Memmo^^l have heard a thousand sto* 
ries of this miscreant, the one more won- 
derful than the other ; and for my own 
part, I verily think that he is Satan in hur 
man form. I must say, that I think it 
would be wiser not to lee him be brought 
in among us, for he is capable of stran- 
gling us all as we stand here, one after 
another, without mercy ! ^ 

^ Gracious heaven !' screamed several 
of the ladies ; * you don't say so ? What. 
• strangle us in this very chamber ?' 

Co«rari;/o— -The principc:! point is, 
whether Flodoardo will get the better of 
Aim, or he of Flodoardo : how I would lay 
a heavy wager, that the Florentine will re- 
turn without having finished the business. 

ji Senator — And / would engage, bo 
the contrary, that I here is but one man in 
Venice who is capable of strising Abaslli* 
no, and that that man is Flodoardo of Flo* 
ri^ncc. The moment 1 became acquaint* 
ed with him, I {Prophesied that he would 
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at some time play a brilliant part in the 
annals of history. 

jinother S^nator^Jl think with you, 
Signor ; never was I so much struck with 
a man at first sight as 1 was with Flodo* 
ardo. 

ContarinO'^^^A thousand sequins on 
Abaellino's not being taken .... unless 
death should have takcin him first. 

Fir^t Senator-^ A thousand sequins on 
Flodoardo's seizing him ... 

jindreaa--^ And delivering him up to 
me, either alive or dead. 

Contarinc — Illustrious Signers, you ^rc 
witnesses of the wager— My Iprd Vitalba, 
there is ray hand on it-^A thousand se- 
quins ! 
* -Sf-waror— Done ! / 

Contarino (Smiling)~Many thanks for 
your gold, Signor : I look on it as already 
in my purse. Flodoardo is a clever gen- 
tlemant no doubt ; yet I would advise him 
to take care of himself, for he will find 
that Abaellino knows a trick or two, or I 
am much mistaken. 

Gonzaga — May I request your High- 
ness to inform me, whether Flodoardo is 
attended by tlie sbirri ? 

./f«£/rra«-p.No, he is alone ; nearly twen- 
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ty-four hours have elapsed since be sat 
out in pursuit of the bravo. 

Gonzaga (to Contarino^ with a smile of 
triumph)— I wish you joy of your thou- 
sand sequins, Signor. 

Contarino (bowing respectfully) — Since 
your Excellency prophesies it, I can no 
longer doubt my success. 

Memmo — I l^egin to recover myself! 

Four-and-twenty hours had nearly 
elapsed, and still Flodoardo came not ! 



'- 
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CHAPTER V. 



The dock strikes »ivb. 



THE Doge became uneasy. The sen- 
ator Vitalba began to tremble for his thou- 
sand sequins, and the conspirators coutd 
not restrain their spiteful laughter when 
Contarino gravely declared that he would 
gladly lose not one thousand sequins, but 
twenty, if the loss of his wa%er through 
Absellino's being captured might but se- 
cure the general safety of the republic. 

< Hark 1' cried Rosabella, ' the clock 
strikes five T 

All listened to ihe chimes in the tower 
of Sf. Mark's church, and trembled as 
they counted the strokes; Had not Ca- 
milla supported her, Rosabella would have 
sank upon the ground. The destined 
hour was i^ast, and still Flodoardo came 
not ! 

The venerable Andreas felt a sincere 
affection for the Florcmine ; he shudder* 
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4 

ed as he dwelt upon the probabiHtj that 
Abaellino's dagger had prevailed. 

Rosabella advanced towards her uncle 
as if she would have spoken to him; but 
fear fettered her tongue, and tears forc- 
ed themselves into her eyes. She strug- 
gled for a while to Conceal her emotions^ 
but the effort was too much for her. She 
threw herself on the sofa,^ wrung her 
hands, and prayed to the God of Mercy 
for htip and comfoit. 

The rest of the company either formed 
groupes of whisperers or strolled i^p and 
down the apartment in evident uncasuiess. 
They would willingly have appeared gay 
and uncoriQerned, but they found it im- 
possible to assume even an affectation of 
gaiety. Thus passed another hour, and 
still Flodoardo came not. 

At that moment the evening sun broke 
through the.clouds, and a ray of its setting 
gloiy was thrown full upcip the counte- 
nance of Rosabella. She started'from the 
sofa, extended her arms towards the radi- 
ant orb, and exclaimed, while a smile of 
hope played round her lips, ' God is mer- 
ciful \ God will have mercy toa on me I* 

Contarino-^Was it, at five o'clock that 
Flodoardo engagt;d to produce Absellino? 
It is now a full hour beyond bis time* 
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The Senator Vitalba'^-lAtX bim only 
produce him at last, and he may be a 
month beyond the time if he chooses. 

Andreaa — Hark! No I Silence i Sure- 
ly I hear footsteps approaching^ the saloon. 

The words were scarcely spoken when 
the folding doors were thrown open and 
Flodoardo rgsfaed into the room, envelop^ 
ed in his mantle* His hair streamed in 
the air in wild disorder ; a deep shade waa 
thrown over hia face by the drooping 
plumes of his barette^ from which the rain 
was flowing; extreme roelaneholy waa 
impressed on his face; and he threw 
gloomy looks around him, a$ he bowed 
his head in salutation of the assembly. 

Every one crowded round him ; every 
eye was fixed on his face, as if eager to 
anticipate his answers. 

« Holy Virgin,* exclaimed Memmo, « I 
am afraid that . . .' 

^ Be silent Signor I' interrupted Coma- 
rino, sternly; 'there is nothing to be 
afraid of 
' « Illustrious Venetians r it was thtis that 
Flodoardo at length broke silence, and he 
spoke witl) the commanding tone of a he- 
ro ;« I conclude that his Highnesa has al- 
ready informed you of the d>ject of your 
being thus assembled. I come \p put an 
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end to your anxiety ; but first, noble An- 
dreas, I must once more receiTe the as- 
surance that Rosabella of Corfu shall be- 
come my bride, provided I deliver into 
your power the bravo AbxUino.' 

.^n(/rra«-— (examining his countenance 
with extreme anxiety) Flodoarde have you 
succeeded ? Is Abaellino your prisoner ? 

-F/odoarrfo— If Abaellino w my prisoner ^ 
shall Rosabella be my bride ? 

Andreaa — Bring me AbsHino, alive or 
dead, and she is yours. I swear it be- 
yond the power of retracting, and swear 
also that her dowry shall be royal ! 

i^oc^oarc^o-— Illustrious Venetians, ye 
have heard the Doge's oath? 

AU — We arc your witnesses. 

^/o</oar(/o-— (Advancing a few paces 
with a bold air, and speaking in a firm 
voice) Well then I AbxUino w in my 
power ... is in youra ! 

All^m confusion and a kind of up* 
rbar) In ours ? Mericiful Heaven I Where 
is he \ Ab^ellino ? 

Andrea8~i^ he dead or living ? 

Gonzaga — (Hastily) He lives? 

Flodoardo — (Bowing to the cardinal re- 
spectfully) He still lives, Signor ! 

i2o»a6e^a—( presang Camilla to her bo- 
som) Didst thou hear that, Camilla? 
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Didst thou hear it ? The villain still lives 1 
not one drop of blood has stained the in* 
nocent hand of Flodoardo. 

The Senator ri/fiMa— Signor Contari- 
no, I have won a thousand sequins of you. 

Con/armo— So it should seem, Signor I 

^ndreas'-^My son, you have bound the 
Republic to you forever, and I rejoice that 
it is to Flodoardo that she is indebted for 
a service so essential. 

KfYfl/^a— And permit me, noble Flo- 
rentine, to thank you for this heroic act in 
the name of the senate of Venice. Our 
fkst care shall be to seek out a rewards 
proportioned to your merits^ 

Flodoardo^ {extending km unn towards 
Rosabella, with a melanchoHy air There 
M.ands th^ only reward which I desire. 

w^/ifl?rea«— (Joyfully) And tl^at reward 
is your own. But where have you left 
the bloodhovfnd I Conduct him hither, my 
son, and let me lo^k on him once n>Qre. 
When 1 last saw him, he had the inso- 
lence to tell me—* Doge, I am your equal : 
this narrow chamber now holds the two 
greatest men in Venice.' Now then let 
me see how this other great man looks in ^ 
captivity. 

Two or three Senaiors'^^' htre is he? 
Bring him hither I 
h2 
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Several of the ladies screamed at hear- 
ing this proposal -< For heaven's sake,' 
cried they, « keep the monster away frogi 
us ! I shall be frightened out of my senses 
if be comes among us !' ' 

^ Noble ladies !' said Flodoardo with a 
smile expressing rather sorrow than joyt 

< you have nothing to apprehend. Absel- 
lino shall do you uo harm ; but he needs 
mu%t come hither to claim ^ the Bravo** 
Bride.* > And he pointed to Rosabclia. 

' Oh I my best friend I' she answered, 

< h6w shall I express my thanks to you for 
having thus put an end to my terrors ! I 
shall tremble no more at hearing Ab^Jli- 
no named ; Rosabella shall now be called 
* the Bravo's Bride' no longer.' 

i^a/iVri— —Is Absellino already in this 
palace ? 

FLodoa'fko — He is. 

FiVa/^fl— Then why do you not produce 
him ? Why do you trifle so long with our 
impatience f 

Flodoatdo — I^e patient I It's now time 
the play should begin. Be sealed noble 
Andreas \ Let all the rest arrange them- 
selves behind the Doge I Aballino** com' 
pig! 

At that word, both old and youug, male 
and female, with the rapidity of Ughtniogt 
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flew to take siiclter behind Andreas. Ev- 
ery heart beat anxiously ; but as to the 
conspirators, while expecting Abaellino's 
appearance, they suffered the torments of 
the <lanined. 

Grave and tranquil sat the Doge in his 
chair, like a judge appointed to pass sen- 
tence on this king of the banditti. The 
spectators stood around in varbusgroupcs, 
hll hushed and solemn as if they were 
waiting to receive their final judgment. 
The lovely Rosabella, with all the securi- 
ty of angels, whose innocence has nothing 
to fear, recl'med her head on Camilla's 
shoulder, and gazed on her heroic lover 
with looks of adoration. The conspira- 
tors, with pallid cheeks and staring eyes, 
filled up the back ground; and a dread 
and awful silence prevailed through the 
assembly, scarcely interrupted by a single 
breafh I 

* And now then,' said Flodoardo, * pre- 
pare yourselves, for this terrible Abaellino 
shall immediately stand before you ! Do 
not tremble ; he shall do no one harm.' 

With tbese words: he turned away from 
the company, and advanced towards the^ 
folding doors; he paused for a few mo* 
ments, and concealed his face in his cloak. 

' Ab^Uino 1' cried he at length, raising 
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his head, and extending hiB^^ arm towards 
the door. At that name all v(ho heard it 
shuddered involuntarily^ and Rosabella ad- 
vanced unconsciously a few steps towards 
her lover. She trembled at the bravo's^ 
approach) yet trembled more for Flodoar- 
do than herself. 

• Absellino !* the Florentine repeated m 
a loud, angry tone, threw from him his 
mantle and barette, and had already laid 
his hand upon the lock of the door to open 
it, when Rosabella uttered a cry of terror I 

* Stay, Flodoardo !' she cried, rushing' 
towards him, and ... Ha ! Flodoardo was 
gone, and there, in his place, stood Abaci- 
lino, who shouted out ' Ho I ho I* 
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CHAPTER VL 



Apparition* 



INSTANTLY a loud cry of terror re- 
sounded through the apartment. Rosa- 
bella sank fainting at the bravo's feet ; . 
the conspirators were almost suffbcated 
vrith r^ge, terror^ and astonishment ; the 
ladies made signs of the cross, and began 
in all haste to repeat their paternosters : 
the senators stood rooted to their places 
like so many statues, and the Doge doubt- 
ed the information of his eyes and ears. 

Calm and terrible stood the bravo be- 
fore them, in all the pomp of his strange 
and awful ugliness ; with his bravo's hab- 
it, his girdle filled with pistols and pon- 
iards, his distorted yellow countenance, 
his black and bushy eyebrows, his lips 
convulsed, his right eye covered by a large 
patch, and his left half buried among the 
wrinkles of flesh that swelled around it. 
He gazed round hinufor a few mon>ei)ts 
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in silence, and then approached ihe stupi- 
fied Andreas. 

< Ho ! ho r he roared in a voice like 
thunder, <you wished to sec the bravo 
AbaeUino? Doge of Venice, here he 
stands, and is come to claim his bride !' 

Andreas gazed with looks of horror on 
this model for demons, and at length stano" 
roered out with difficulty, ' It cannot be 
real ! I must surely be the sport of some 
tei;rible dream !' 

* Without there ! Guards !' exclaimed 
the cardinal Gonzaga, and* would have 
hastened to the folding-doors ; when 
AbaelUno put his back against them, 
snatched a pistol from his girdle, and 
pointed it at the cardinars bosom. 

* The fir^t,' cried he, « who calls for the 
guard, or advances one step from the place 
on which he stands, expires that moment. 
Fools I Do you think I would hare deliv* 
ered myself up, and desired that guards 
might beset these doors, had I feared their 
swords, or intended to escaiie from your 
power ?— No ! I am content to be your 
prisoner, but not.throu^h compulsion I I 
am content to be your prisoner, and it was 
with tHat intent that I came hither. No 
mifttal should have the glory of seizing 
Abaellino;^ if justice required him to be 
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delivered up, it was necessary that he 
should be delivered up by himself I — Or 
do ye take. Ab^Uino for an ordinary ruf- 
fian, Mr bo passes ills time in skulking 
from the sbirri, and who murders for the 
sake of despicable plunder \ No, by hea- 
ven, no ! 'Absllino was no such common 
villain 1 It's true I wa» a bravo ; but tlie 
motives which induced me to become one 
were great and striking V 
* Andreas (Clasping his hands together) 
— Almighty God i can all this be po^^sible ^ 

An awful silence again reigned through 
the saloon. All trembled while they lis- 
tened to the voice of the terrible assassin, 
who strode through the chamber proud 
and majestic as the monarch of the infer- 
nal world. 

Rosabella opened her eyes ; their first 
l6ok fell upon the bravo. 

* Oh ! God of mercy !' she exclaimed, 
* he is still there I Methought too that 
Flodoardo ... No, no ; it could not be ! I 
was deceived by witchcraft I' 

Abaellino advanced towards her, and 
attempted to raise her.. She shrunk from 
his touch with horror. 

^ No, Rosabella/ said the bravo in an^ 
altered voice, * what you saw was no illu- 
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sion. Tour favored Fiodoardo is no other < 
than Abxllkio, the bravo/ 

^ It is false!' interrupted Rosabella, start- 
ing from the ground in despair, and throw- 
ing herself for refuge on Cafnilla*s bosom. 
* Monster, thou canst not be Fiodoardo ! 
such a fiend can never have been such a 
seraph! Flodoardo's actions were good, 
and glorious as a demi-god's ! 'twas of 
him that I learnt to love good and glori* 
ous actions, and 'twas he who encouraged 
me to attempt them myself! His heart 
was pure from all mean passions, and ca« 
pable of conceiving all great designs! 
Never did he scruple in the cause of vir- 
tue to endure fatigue and pain: and to 
dry up the tears of suffering innocence . . • 
that was Flodoardo's proudest triumph.*-^ 
Fiodoardo and thou / . . . Wretch, whom 
many a Jbiecding ghost has long since ac- 
cused before the throne of Heaven, dare 
thou profane the name of Fiodoardo ? 

Mallino (Proud and earnest >— Rosa- 
bella, wilt tliou forsake me ? Wilt thou 
retract thy promise? Look, Rosabella, 
and be convinced: I, the bravo, and* thy 
Fiodoardo are the same ! 

He said, removed the patch from bis 
eye, and passed an handkerchief over his 
iace once or twice ; in an instant his cona- 
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plexion was altered, his bushf eyebrows 
and straight black hair disappeared, his 
features were replaced in their natural 
symmetry, and lo I the handsome Floren- 
tine stood before the whole assembly, 
dressed in the habit of the bravo AbselHno. 

^6<e//ino— Mark me, Rosabella! Se* 
ven times over, and seven times again, 
will I change ray appearance, even before 
your eyes, and that so artfully, that study 
me as you will, the trafisforroation * shall 
still deceive you. But change as I may, 
of one thing be assured ; I am the man 
whom you loved as Flodoardo. 

The Doge gazed and listened without 
being able to recover from his confusion ; 
but every now and then the words^ — 
< Dreadful 1 dreadful V escaped from his 
lips, and he wrung his hands in agony. 
Ab^Uino approached Rosabella, and said 
in a tone of supplication-** Rosabella wilt 
thou break thy promise ? Am I no longer 
dear to thee V 

Rosabella was unable to answer ; she 
stood like one changed to a statue,^ and 
fixed her motionless eyes on the bmvo. 

Abaeltjno took her cold hand, and press- 
ed it to his lips. 

* Rosabella,' said be, < art thou still min^! 
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i^oMi^^/Zc— .Flodoardo .... Oh ! that I 
had neverloved .... bad never seen thee 1 

./l^ie/t'ino-^Rosabella^ wilt thou still be 
the bride of Flodoardo ?— Wilt thou be^ 
« the bravo*s bride ?' ' 

Love struggled with abhorrence in Ro- 
sabella's bosom, and painful was the con-^ 
test. 

MailinO'^Hezt me, beloved one ! It 
was for thee that I have discovered my- 
self . . . that I have delivered myself into 
the hands of justice ! For thee ... Oh I 
what would I not do for thee !w-Rosabella, 
I wait to hear but one syllable from your 
lips ! speak but a decisive * yes T or ^ no !* 
and all is ended 1 — Rosabella dost thou 
love me still ? 

And still she answered not ; but she 
threw upon him a look innocent and ten* 
der as ever beamed from tbe eye of an 
angel, and that look betrayed but too 
plainly that the m]>€ceant was still mas* 
ter of her heart She turned from biro 
hastily, threw herself into Camilla's arms, 
and exclaimed^^ God forgive you, man, 
for torturing ihe so cruelly !' 

The Doge had ,by this time recovered 
from his stupor: he started from his 
ct^iir ; threats flashed from his eyes, and 
his lips trembled with passion-^He rusb- 
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ed towards AbaelHno ; but the Senators 
threw themselves in his passage, and held 
him back by force. In the mean while 
the bravo advanced before bini with the 
most insolent composure, and requested 
him to calm hjis agitation. 

* Doge of Venice,' .said he, 'will you 
keep your promise I That you gave it to 
me. these noble lords and ladies can tea* 
Ufy I' 

./^rac/rea«-^MonsterJ miscreant !— oh ! 
bow artfully has this plan been laid to en- 
snare me I Tell me, Venetians ; to such 
a creditor am I obliged to discharge my 
fearful debt ?— Long has he been playing 
a dQceitfuK bloody part; the bravest of 
our citizens have fallen beneath his dag- 
ger, and it was the price of their blood 
which has enabled him to act the noble* 
man in Venice. Then comes he to me in 
the disguise of a man of honor, seduces 
the heart of my unfortunate Rosabella, ob- 
tains my promise by an artful trick, and 
now claims the maiden for his bride, in 
the hope that the husband of the Doge's 
ni^ce will easily obtain absolution for hia 
crimes. Tell me, Venetians, ought 1 to 
keep my word with this miscreant ? 

J5f// the 5ewaror«— — No I no. I by no 
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Mallino (With solemnity)— -If you 
have oDce pledged your word) you ought 
to keep it, though given to the Prince of 
Darkness. Oh ! fye, fye ! Abaellino, bow 
shamefully hast thou been deceived in thy 
reckoning !— I thought I had to do with 
men of honor* Oh l^ how grossly have I 
^een mistaken ! (in a terrible voice)— 
Once again, and for the last time, I ask 
you. Doge of Venice, wilt thou break thy 
princely word ? 

Andreas (In a tone of authority)— Give 
up your arms. 

Mallino^^And will you really withhold 
from me my just reward ?~Shall it be in 
vain that I delivered Abaelllno into your 
power ? 

Jindrcas'^lX was to the brave Flddoar- 
do that I promised Rosabella ; I never 
entered into an engagenoent with the 
murderer Abaellino— Let Flodoardo claim 
my niece and she is his { but Abaellino 
can have no claim on her. Again 1 say 
lay down your arms. 

Mallino (laughing wildly) — ^The mur- 
derer Abaellino, say you ? Ho ! ho ! Be 
it your care to keep your own promises, 
and trouble not yourself about my mur- 
ders: they are my affairs, and I warraDtl 
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shall find a word or two to say in defence 
of them when the judgment day arrives. 

Gonzaga (To the Doge)"-What dread- 
ful blasphemy ! 

MallinO'^Oh I good lord cardinal, in- 
tercede in my behalS— -You know me well ; 
I have always acted by yqp like a man of 
honor, that at least you cannot deny I > Say 
a word m my favor then, my good lord 
cardinal I 

Gonzaga (Angrily and with imperious 
dignity)— Address not thyself to me, mis- 
creant. What canst thou and I have to 
do together I Venerable Andreas, delay 
no longer ; let the guards be called in. 

jiballino — What ? Is there then no hope 
for me ^ Does no one feel compassion lor 
the wretched Abaellino ? What"? no one ? 
(a pause) All arc silent I all! 'Tis 
enough. Then my fate is decided : call 
in your guards. 

Ro'aaMla (with a scr^eam of agony, 
springing forward, and falling at the 
Doge's feet) — Mercy ; mercy — Pardon 
him .... pardon Aballino ! 
' Mallino (In rapture) — Say'st thou so! 
Why an angel prays lor Abaellino in his 
last moments. 
- Rosabella (Clasping the Doge's knees) 
— Huve mercy on him, my friend, my fa- 
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ther— He is a sinner. . . but leave him to 
the justice of Heat en — He is a ^nner . . . 
but Rosabella loves him still. - 

jindreaB (Pushing her away with indig- 
nation)— Away, unworthy girt ; you rave. 

Abaeliino folded his arms, gaied whh 
eagerness on what was [>assing, anS tears 
gushed into his brilliant eyes. Rosabella 
caught the Doge's hand as he turned to 
leave her, kissed it twice, and said ; * If 
you have no mercy on him^ then you have 
none on me ! The sentence which you 
pass on Abaeliino will be mine ; 'tis for 
my own life that I plead as well as AbaeK 
lino's ; Father, dear father, reject not my 
suit, but spare him I' 

Ahdreaa (In an angry and decided tone) 
— A bae I li no dies. 

jiballino-^And can you look on with 
dry eyes while that innocent dove bleeds 
at your feet ? Go, barbarian ; you never 
loved Rosabella as she ^deserved : now 
she ib yuurs no longer. She i$ mine, she 
is Abaelltno's. 

He raised her from the ground, and 
pressed her pale lips against his own. 

' Rosabella, thou ar| mine ; death alone 
pans us ! thou lov'si me as I would be 
loved ; I am blest, whatever may happen, 
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and can now set fortune at defiance. To 
business then.' 

He replaced Rosabellai who was almost 
faintiiigf on the bosoni of Camilla^ then 
advanced into the n)i()dle of the chamber, 
and addressed the assembly with an un- 
daunted i(ir : 

* Venetians, yoq are determined to de- 
tiver me up to the axe of justice ; there 
is for me no hope for mercy. 'Tis well,; 
act as you |)lease ; but ere you sit in judg- 
ment over W, Signors, I sl>all take the 
liberty of passing sentence upon some few 
of you ! Now mark me. You sec in me 
the murderer of Conari. The murderer 
of Paolo Manfrone. The nvurderer of 
Lomellino. I deny it not. But would 
you know the illustrious persons who pay- 
ed me for the use of my <|^gger ? . . . . 

With these words he put a AvhiStle to 
his lips, sounded it, and instantly the doors 
flew open, the guards rushed in, and ere 
they had time to rebollect themselves, the 
chief conspirators were in custody, and 
disarmed* 

* Guard theiji well,' said Abaellino in a 
terrible voice to the sentinels ; ' you have 
your orders. Noble Venetians, look on 
these villains; it is to them that you are 
indebted for the loss of yotir three noblest 
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cHisens. I accuse of those murders, ooe, 
two,' three, four; and niy good lord cardi- 
nal there has the honor to be the fifth.' 

Motionless and bewildered stood the ac- 
cused; tale-telling confession spoke in 
every feature that the charge was true, 
and no one bold enough to contradict 
Abaellino. 

* What can all this mean ?' asked the 
senators of each other, in the utmost sur- 
prise and confusion. 

^This is all a shameful artifice,' the 
cardinal at length contrived to say : * the 
villain, perceiving that he has no chance 
of escaping punishment, is willing, out of | 
mere resentment, to involve us in his de- 
struction.' 

Con^arino (Recovering himself) — In 
the wickedness of his life he has surpass- 
ed all former miscreants, and now he is 
trying to surpass them in the wickedness 
of his death. 

Jiballino (With majesty)^— Be silent. I 
know your whole plot, have seen your list 
of proscriptions, acid am well informed of 
your whole aiTangement, and at the mo- 
ment that I speak to you, the officers of 
justice arc employed, by my orders, in 
seizing the gentlemen with white ribands 
round their arms, who this very Dight in- 
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(ended to overturn Venice. Be dlenty 
for defence were vain. - 

jindreaa (In astonishment)— -AbaellinO} 
what is the meaning of ail this ? 

Maliino — Neither more nor less than 
that Abaellino has discovered and defeat- 
ed a conspiracy against the constitution of 
Venice, and the life of the Doge. The 
bravo, in return for your kind intention of 
sending hun to destruction in a few hoursi 
has preserved you from it. 

Vitaida (To the accused)— Noble Ve- 
netians, ycu are silent under this heavy 
charge ? 

Aballino — They are wise, for no defence 
could now avail them. Their troops are 
already disarmed, and lodged in separate 
dungeons of the state prison : visit them 
there, and you will learn more. You now 
understand probabfy that I did not order 
the doors of the saloon to be guarded for 
the purpose of seizing the terrible bravo 
Abaellino, but of taking those heroes into 
secure custody. 

* And now Vehetians compare together 
^our conduct and mine ! At the hazard 
of my life have I pieservcd the state from 
rnin ; disguised as a bravo I dared t6 en- 
ter the assembly of those nithless viUains 
whose daggers laid Venice waste ; I have 
I 
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endured for your sake storm, and rain, 
and frost, and heat ; I have watched for 
your safety while ye were sleeping ; Ve- 
nice owes to my care her constitution and 
your lives ; and yet are my services de- 
serving of no reward I And this have I 
done for RosabitUa of Corfu, and yet will 
you withhold from me my promised bride ? 
I have saved you from death, have saved 
the honor of your wives from the poltutor's 
kiss, and the throats of your innocent chil- 
dren from the knife of the assassin .... 
Men; men; and yet will ye^sendmeto 
the scaffold I 

* Look on this list- See how mauy 
among you would have bled this night 
had it noLbeen for Abaellino, and see 
where the miscreants stand by whom ytoi 
would have bled.. Read you not in every 
fcatUi'e that they are already condemned 
by Heaven and their own conscience? 
Does a single mouth unclose itself in ex- 
culpation f Does a single movement of 
the head give the lie to niy charge ? Yet 
the truth of what i have advanced shall 
be made still more evident.' 

He turned himself to the conspirators : 

* Mark me,' said he, Mhe first among 
you who acknowledges the truth, shall 
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receive a free pardon. I swear it, J, the 
bravo Abaellino/ 

The conspirators remained silent Sud» 
denly Mcmmo started forward, and threw 
himseif trembling at the Doge's Feet. 

< Venetians !' he.exclaimed, ^ Abaeliino 
has told you true.* 

< 'Tis false $ 'tis false 1 exclaimed the 
accused all togeth#r. 

« Silence V cried Abaeliino in a voice of 
thunder, while the indignation which flam- 
ed in every feature struck terror into his 
hearers ; * silence, I say, and hear me— or 
rather hear the ghosts of your victims- 
Appear ; appear I* cried this dreadful man 
in a tooe still louder, ^ 'tis time.' 

Again he sounded his whistle ; the fold- 
iffg doors were thrown open and there 
stood the Doge's so much-lamented 
friends Conari, Lomellino and Manfrone. 

* We are betrayed 1' shouted Coniarino^ 
as he drew out a concealed dagger, and 
plunged it into his bosom up to the very 
hilt 

And now what a scene of rapture fol- 
lowed Tears streamed down th-< silver 
beard of Andreas as he rushed into the 
arms of his long-lost companions : tears 
bedewed the cheeks of the venerable tri- 
umvirate, as they once more clasped the 
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knees of their prince, their friend, their 
brother. These excellent men, these he- 
roes, never had Andreas hoped to meet 
them again till they should meet in hea- 
ven ; and Andreas blessed Heaven for 
permitting him to meet them once more 
on earth. Those four men, who had va- 
lued each other in the first dawn o^youthy 
who had fought by each other's side in 
manhood^ were now assembled in age^ and 
valued each other more than ever ! — The 
spectators gazed with universal interest 
on the scene before them, and the good 
old senators mingled tears of joy with 
those shed by the re united companions. 
' In the happy delirium of this nu>mentt 
nothing but Andreas and his friends was 
attended to: no one was aware that* the 
conspirators and the self-murderer Con- 
tarino were renioved by the guards fiom 
the saloon ; no one but CaDulia observed 
Rosabella, who threw hcr&elf subbing on 
the bosom of the handsome bravo* and re- 
peated a thousand times-—* Abdellino is 
not a murderer.' 

At length they began to collect them- 
seUes : they lookrd round them— and the 
first words which broke from every lip 

were * Hail, savior of Venice!' — The 

roof rang with the name of Abaeliino, and 
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unnumbered blessings accompanied the 
name. 

The very AbaeUino, who not an hour 
before had been doomed to the scaffold 
by the whole assembly, now stood calm 
and dignified as a god before the adoring 
spectators ; and now he viewed with com- 
placency the men whose lives he had sav- 
ed, and now his eye dwelt with rapture 
on the woman whose love was the re* 
ward of all his dangers. 
^*AbaeHinoi' said Andreas, advancing 
to the bravo, and extending his hand to- 
wards him. 

' I am not Abaellino,' replied he smil- 
ing, while he pressed the Doge's hand re- 
spectfully to his lips, neither am I Flodo- 
ardo of Flprence. I am by birth a Nea- 
politan, and by name Rosalvo; th^ death 
of my inveterate enemy, the Prince of 
Monaldeschi makes it no longer necessa- 
ry to conceal who I really am.' 

* Monaldeschi V repeated Andreas ^ith 
a look of anxiety. 

* Fear not 1* contiuued Rosalvo ; * Mo- 
, naldeschi, it is (rue, fell by my hand, but 

fell In honorable combat. The blood 
which stained his sword flowed from my 
veins, and in his last moments conscience 
asserted her empire in his bosom* He 
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died not till he had written in his tablets 
the most positive declaration of my inno« 
cence as to the crimes with which his ha- 
tred had contrived to blacken me ; and be 
also instructed me by what means I might 
obtain at Naples the restpr^tion of my for- 
feited estates and xhv re-establishment of 
my injured honor. Those means ^ have 
been already eificacioust and all Naples is 
by this time informed of the arts by which 
Monaldeschi procured my banishment) 
and of the many plots which he laid for 
my destruction ; plots, which made it ne- 
cessary for me to drop my own character) 
and never to appear but in disguise. Af- 
ter various wanderings) chance led me to 
Venice ; my appearance was so much al- 
tered, that I dreaded not discovery, but I 
dreaded (and with reason) [>erishing iti 
your streets with hunger. In this situa- 
tion, accident brought me acquainted with 
the banditti, by whom Venice was then 
infested, I willingly united myself to their 
society, partly with the view of purifying 
the republic from the presence of these 
wretches, and ^partly in hope of discover- 
ing the more illustrious villains by whom 
their daggers were employed. I was suc- 
cessful ; I delivered the banditti up to jus- 
tice) and stabbed their captain in Rosabel- 
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la*5 sight. I was now the onfy bravo in 
Venice; every scoundrel wjis obliged to 
have recourse to me ; I discovered the 
plans of the conspirators, and now you 
kno^v them also. I found that the deaths 
of the Doge's three friends bad been de- 
termined on ; and in order to obtain full 
confidence with tl>e confederates, it was. 
necessary to persuade them that ^Hhese 
men had fallen beneath my dagger.' No 
sooner had my plan been formed, ihan I 
imparted it to Lomellino ; he, and he only^ 
was ray confidant in this businessr *He 
presented me to the Doge as the son of a 
deceased friend ; he assisted me with his 
advice ; he furnished me with keys to 
those doors to the public gardens which 
no one was permitted to pass through ex- 
cept Andreas and his particular friends 
and which frequently enabled me to elude 
pursuit ; he showed tne several private 
passages in the palace, by which I could 
penetrate unobserved e^cn into the Doge's 
very bed chamber ; when the time for his 
disappearance arrived, he not only readi- 
ly consented to lie concealed in a retreat 
known only to ourselves, but was also the 
means of inducing Manftone and Conari 
to join him in his retirement, till the for- 
tunate issue of this day's adventure per- 
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mitted me to set them once more at liber- 
ty. The' banditti .exist no longer; the 
fConspiratotd are in chains ; my plans are 
accomplished; and now, Venetians, if 
you still think me worthy of it, here stands 
the bravo Absellino, and you may ^ lead 
him to the scaffold when you will 1* 

< To the scaffold V exclaimed at once 
the Doge, the senators, and the whole 
crowd of nobility ; and every one burst 
into enthusiastic praises of the dauntless 
Neapolitan. 

*Oh!. Abaellino,' exclainied Andreas, 
while he wiped away a tear; <I would 
gladly give my ducal bonnet to be such a 
brava as thou hast been 1 — ^ Doge,' didst 
thou once say to me, ^ thou and I are the 
two greatest men in Venice.' But oh ! 
bow much greater is the bravo than the 
Doge !-^— Rosabella is that jewel, than 
which I have nothing in the world more 
precious ; Rosabella is dearer to me than 
an emperor's crown ; Rosabella is thine,' 

< Ab^ellino i' said Rosabella, and ex* 
tended her hand to the handsome bravo< 

' Triumph !' cried he, < Rosabella is the 
bravo's bride !'— clasping her to his bosom. 
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CHAPTER VIL 



Conclusion. 



AND now it would be not at all amiss 
to make count Rosalvo sit down quietly 
between the good old Doge and his love- 
ly niece ; and then cause him to relate the 
motive of Monaldeschi's hatred, in what 
manner he lost Valeria, what crimes were 
imputed to him, and how he escaped froni 
the assassins sent in pursuit of him by his 
enemy ; how he had long wandered from 
place to place, and how he had at lepj^th 
learnt (during his abode in Bohemia with 
a gang of gypsies) such means of disguisr 
ing his features as enabled him to defy the 
. keenest penetration to discover in the beg- 
gar Abaellino the once admired count Ro- 
salvo ; how in this disguise he had re- 
turned to Italy ; arfd how Lomellino, hav- 
ing ascertained that he was universally 
believed at Naples to have long since per- 
ished by shipwreck, (and therefore that 
14 
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officers of the inquisition nor the assassins 
of his enemy were-^likely to trouble ihem- 
selves any more about him,) he bad ven* 
tured to resume with some slight altera- . 
tions his own appearance at Venice ; how 
the arrival of Monaldeschi had obliged 
him to conceal himself, till an opportune 
ty offered of presenting himself to the 
Prince when unattended, and of demand* 
ing satisfaction for his injuries ; how he 
had been himself wounded in several 
places by his antagonist, though the com- 
bat finally terminated in his favor ; how 
he had resolved to make use of Monalde- 
schi's death to terrify Andreas still fur- 
ther, and of Parozzi'b conspiracy to obtain 
Rosabella's hand of the Doge ; how be 
had trembled lest the heart of his mistress 
should have been only captivated by the 
appearance of the adventurer Flodoardo 
and have rejected him* when known to be 
the bravo Absellino ; how he had resolved 
to make use ol the terror imspired by the 
assassin to piu her love to ihe severest tri- 
al 2 and how had she failed in that trial, 
he had determined to renounce the incon- 
stant maid forever j with many other hovfa 
v}ho8 and wherefores^ which not being ex- 
plained will, 1 doubt, leave much ol this 
tale still involved in mystery ; but before 
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I begin Rosalvo's history I nvust ask two 
questions-* 

First) Do my readers like the manner 
in which I relate adventures ? 

Secondly ) If my readers do like ray 
manner of relating adventures, can't I 
employ my time better than in relating 
them? 

When these questions are answered, I 
may possibly resume my pen. In the 
mean while, gentlemen and ladies, good ^ 
night, and pleasant dreams attend you 1 - 



END OF ABJELLINO. 
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LORD WILLIAM. 



NO eye beheld when WiUiam plungM 
Young Edmund in the stream ; 

,No human ear but William's, heard 
Young Edmund's drowning scream. 

Submissive all the vassals ©wn'd 
The murderer for their lord, 

And he, the rightful heir, possessed 
The house of Erlingford. 

The ancient house of Erlingford 

Stood mids\ a fair domun, 
And Severn's ample vraters near 

RoU'd through the fertile plsun. 
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And often the way-faring man 
Would love to linger there, _ 

Forgetful of his onward road, 
To gaze on scenes so fair. 

But never could lord William dare 
To gaze on Severn's stream ; 

In every wind that swept its waves 
He heard young Edmund scream. 

In vain at midnight's silent hour 
Sleep closed the murderer's eyes; 

In every dream the murderer saw 
Young Edmund's form arise. 

In vain, by restless conscience driven, 
Lord William left his home, 

Far from the scenes that saw his guilt, 
In pilgrimage to roam. 

To other climes the pilgrim fled, 

But could not fly despair ; 
He sought his home again, but peace 

Was still a stranger there. 

Each hour was tedious long, yet swift 
The months appear'd to roll ; 

And now the day return'd that shook 
With terror WiUiam's soul. 
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A day that William never felt 

tleuu n without dismay, 
For well had conscience kalcndar'd 

Young Edmund's dying day. 

A fearful day was that I the rains 

Fell fast with tempest roar, 
And the swoln tide pf Severn spread 

Far on the level shore. 

In vain lord William sought the feast, 

In vain he qUafl*'d the bowl, 
And strove with noisy mirth to drown 

The anguish of his soul. 

The tempest as its sudden swell 

In gusiy howlings came. 
With cold and death-like feelings scem'd 

To thrill his shuddering frame. 

Reluctant now, as night came on. 
His lonely couch ho-press'd ; 

And, wearied out, he sunk to sleep. 
To bleep, but not to rest. 

Beside that couch his brother's form, 
Lord Edmund seem'd to stand, 

Such and^.so pale as when in death 
He grasp'd his brother's hand : 
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» , 
Such and so pale his face as when, 

M^ith faint and faltering tongue, 
To William's care, a dying charge. 

He left his orphan son. 

< I bade thee with a father's love, 

My orphan Edmund guard ; 
Well, William, hast thou kept thy charge ! 
Now take thy due reward/ 

He started up, each limb convuls'd ^ 

Witti agonising fear ; 
He only heard the storm of Qight— • 

'Twas music to bis ear. 

When lo ! the voice of loud alarm 
His inmost soul appals, . 

< What ho ! |ord William, rise in haste ! 

The water saps the walls i' 

He rose in hastt : beneath the walls 

He saw the flood appear ; 
It hemm'd him round, 'twas midnight now, 

No human aid was near. 

He heard the shout of joy, for now 

A boat approached the wall. 
And, eager to the welcome ddy 

They crowd for safety all* 
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•My boat is small,' the boatman cri'd, 

< This dangerous haste forbear ! 
Wait other aid ; this iittie bark 

But one from hence can bear.' 

Lord William leap'd into the boat, 

< Haste— chaste to yonder shore I 
And ample wealth shall well reward, 

Ply swift and strong the oar.' 

The boatman pli'd the oar, the bcMCf 
Went light along the stream ; 

Sudden lord William heard a cry 
Like Edmund's drowning scream. 

The boatman paus'd-— < metho't I heard 
A child's distressful cry I' 

* 'Twas but the howling wind of night,' 

Lord William made reply. 

< Haste, haste, ply swift and strong the oar I 

Haste — haSitf across the stream V 
Again lord William heard a cry 
Like Edmund's drowning scream. 

< I heard a child's distressful scream,' 

The boatman cri'd again. 

* Nay, hasten on — the night is dark— 

And we should search in vain*' 
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< OhGod I lord WiMiam, dost thou know 

How dreadful 'tis to die ? 
Atid canst thou without pity hear 

A child's expiring cry i 

• How horrible h is to sink 

Beneath the chilly stream, 
To stretch the powerless arms in vaini 

In vain for help to scream V 

The sMek ag^in was heard. It came 
More detrp, more piercing loud ; 

That instant o'er the flood the moon 
Shone through a broken cloud. 

And near them they beheld a child 

Upon a crag he stood, 
A little crag, and all around 

Was spread the rising flood. 

The boatman pli'd the oar, the boat 
Approach'd his resting place, 

The moonbeam shone upon the child, 
And show'd how pale his face. 

' Now reach thy hand !' the boatman cri'd, 
* Lord William reach and save !* 

The child stretch'd forth his little hands 
To grasp the band he gave. 
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Then William shriek'd ; the hiand he held 
Was cold, and damp, and dead 1 

He felt young Edmund in his arms, 
A heavier weight than lead. 

Down sunk the boat, the murderer sunk 
Beneath the avenging stream ; 

He rose, he screamM I No human ear 
Heard William's drowning scream. 
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*TWAS at the silent soleinn hour, 
When night and morning meet, 

In glided Margaret's grimly ghost, 
And stood at William's feet. 

Her face was like an April morn, 

Clad in a wintry cloud ; 
And clay-cold was her lily hand, 

That held her sable shroud. 

So shall the fairest face appear, 
When youth and years are flown : 

Such is the robes that kings must wear^ 
When death has reft their crown. 
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Her bloom was like the springing flower, 

That sips the silver dew ; 
The rose was budded in her cheek, 

Just opening to the view. 

But love had like the canker-worm, 

Consum'd her early prime ; 
The rose grew pale, and left her cheek ; 

She di*d before her time. 

< Awake I* she cri'd, * thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave ; 

Now let thy pity hear the maid 
Thy love refused to save. 

« This is the dark'and dreary hour, 
When injured ghosts complain ; 

Now yawning graves give up their dead, 
To haunt the faithless swain. 

* Bethink thee, William, oftliy fault, ^ 
Thy pledge aad broken oaih ; 

And give me back my maiden vow, 
And give me back my troth. 

' Why did you promise love to me, 

And not that promise keep ? 
Why did you swear my eyes were bright, 

Yet leave those eyes to weep ? 
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* How could you say my face was fair. 

And yet that face forsake ? 
How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 

* Why did you say my lips were sweet. 

And made the scarlet pale f 
And why did I, young witless maid, 
fielieve thy flattering tale ? 

* That face, alas ! no more is fair ; 

These lips no longer red : 
Dark are my eyes now closed in death) 
And every charm is fled. 

* The hungry worm my sister is ; 

This winding sheet I wear ; 
'And cold and weary lasts our night, 
Till that last morn appears. 

« But hark ! the cocklias warn'd me hence! 

A long and last adieu ! 
Come, see, false man, how low she lies, 
- Who di'd for love of you.* 

The lark sung loud, the morning smiPd 

With beams of rosy red ; 
Pale William shook in every limb, . 

And raving left his bed. 
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He hi'd him to the fatal place, 

Where Margaret's body lay ; 
And stretch'd him on the grass-green turf} 

That wrapt her breathless clay. 

And thrice he call'd on Margaret's nam^, 
And thrice he wept full soik; ; ' 

Then laid his cheek on her cold grave. 
And word spake never more. 



THE END. 
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